
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield


 
  
 
  



 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Copyright © 2020 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
    


 
  
 
  



 
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I need to do this!” 
 
    “But we’re happy here!
“You are. I’m not.” 
 
    I sighed. My name is Rick Boston, like the city, and my wife, Jamey, was giving me a rough time. 
 
    “We finally bought a house, our own home, and it’ll be paid off in  only twenty or thirty years. We’re out in the country, it’s beautiful, it’s…perfect!” 
 
    “Perfect, yeah,” she dripped sarcasm. “Country to you and boonies to me. No neighbors or friends. I have no job. What am I supposed to do? Wander around and talk to the chipmunks all day?” 
 
    “Well, chipmunks are pretty sage fellows.” 
 
    “Wasn’t it you who asked me, just last week, why chipmunks always look like they’re trying to take a dump.” 
 
    I grinned. “I believe that was squirrels.” 
 
    “Squirrels, schmirrels. The point is that I have to get out of this place.” 
 
    I sang a bit of Eric Burdon then. “We gotta get out of this place…if it’s the last thing we—“ 
 
    “Rick?” Jamey turned around then, and I have to tell you, that girl doesn’t fight fair. She was sitting at her make up table, and she had just made herself look beautiful. 
 
    “Aw, come on.” 
 
    She was 5 foot 6, just two inches under my 5 foot 8. Her face was oval,  high cheeks, perfectly framed by her lush, blonde hair. Her lips were red, plump and juicy, and she knew I liked ‘em that way. 
 
    “If you come around, then maybe we’ll go around.” 
 
    Boing! My boner tented the sheets and she laughed. She knew an easy touch when she saw one. 
 
    Her body was perfect. She used to be a fitness instructor, and she was toned and tuned and terrific. Her breasts were full and high, her waist was svelte, her hips sang like a Stradivarius. 
 
    She stood up, came to the base of the bed. “Honey, I’ll never ask anything of you again.” 
 
    “Like I haven’t heard that before.” My peter was throbbing. There’s nothing I like better than a dive into Mrs. Boston, and she knew it. 
 
    She knelt on the bottom of the bed, placed one long nailed hand on my ankle. Through the sheets I could feel the heat of her palm. Her nails were stark against the white sheet. 
 
    She climbed onto the bed and slowly knee walked up my body. Her knees pressed my legs together and my erection became harder and stood up more prominently. 
 
    “Oh, what’s this,” she grabbed me through the sheets. She began stroking me. 
 
    I reached for her, her boobs were pushing past the edges of her peignoir, and I really needed to suckle them, and fondle them, and then dive in between her thighs. 
 
    She placed her delicate hand on my chest and pushed, and I was reminded of how strong she is. I fell back and had no choice but to continue to let her torment me. 
 
    “No, no, big guy. You come to terms and this baby will shoot like the Fourth of July. Just think about it, your balls tightening up, that white hot feeling in your groin, the valves open and delicious, white cum shoots up your shaft. Would you like to paint my face tonight? Or would you like my red, hot lips to suck your dong until it dings? Or maybe, just maybe, you’d like to actually fuck me. Like, with your dick. That big pole slithering back and forth in my sacred cave.” 
 
    She advanced, positioned herself so that my dick was right at heaven’s door, knock, knock, knockin’. Kept out by a thin sheet and her self discipline. 
 
    “Oh, you feel big. And hard. Are you full of those little juiceys? Do you want to ram hard, shove it so hard you take the whole damn sheet with you? Penetrate me and pleasure me like no woman has ever been pleasured in her life? Eh? Big boy.” 
 
    I tried to pull the sheet out of the way, but her weight was on it and I was trapped. I tried to thrust upwards, sheet and all, but she merely laughed and lifted herself so that all I got was a little push on the head. 
 
    “You know,” she said, conversationally. “I don’t remember when I’ve been so hot.” She rose up and looked down between her legs. “Oh, my, you are soaking these sheets. You must have a lot of cum stored up in those big, old balls. How long has it been since you’ve been drained properly.” 
 
    “Aaah, babe! Come on!” 
 
    I tried to grab her arms, but she just settled her weight, leaned back and smiled. 
 
    “Of course,” she mused, “Boys who don’t behave will be punished.” 
 
    She reached between her legs and grabbed my shaft in her strong hands. She squeezed. 
 
    “Ah ah ah!” I yelped. “Leggo!” 
 
    “Leggo my Eggo,” she giggled. Then she began twisting, rubbing sheet one way then the other, causing excruciating pleasure, tinged by dollops of pain. Pleasure and pain. I always liked that, and I thrust my hips hopelessly.  
 
    “And bad boys who don’t do what their wives say will REALLY be punished.” 
 
    “But honey,” I tried to think, to speak, to argue my case. A hard thing to do when your penis is half way between getting yanked, and getting yanked out. “I’m settled in, I need the quiet for my writing, and…” 
 
    Her teeth were parted, her lips were red, and she licked her lips with the tip of her pink tongue, all the while ignoring my blathering. 
 
    And, suddenly, I was on the edge. I could feel the pulsing, throbbing push start up in my balls. I was going to cum! Fuck! And that was fine with me. I would have liked her pussy to swallow my juices, but I would settle for a handjob. 
 
    She saw it in my eyes, the way my breathing quickened. She let go. 
 
    “Maybe when you come around—get it? ‘Cum’ around—then we can finish this bad boy off. 
 
    She started scootching back on the bed. 
 
    “Ah! No!” I protested. I leaned forward and tried to grab her. She moved back, slid off the bed, stood before me, heaving breasts moist lips. And the bitch actually fingered herself! 
 
    “Oh! That’s too bad! I really needed a good cum. Maybe I can get myself off. 
 
    “And maybe I can get my own self off,” I snapped. 
 
    “Sure, but jacking off is a poor substitute for what’s between my legs.” 
 
    “And you jacking off—“ 
 
    “Jilling off, thank you.” 
 
    “You jilling off is not satisfactory, either!” 
 
    “It’ll do me. Women are different. Why we can go without sex for days and days. Weeks, even months. Why, I knew one girl who gave her husband a handjob on their wedding night, and never fucked him again. She just jilled herself every once in a while, and laughed while his balls got bluer and bluer.” 
 
    “That’s not fair! This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “Life is not fair, and it can get better,” she stroked my ankle suggestively, “or it can get worse.” She turned and went to her make up table and sat down. She watched me in the mirror, pausing for effect, and to emphasize her point: give up or don’t get. Then she slapped on the cold cream and ignored me. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    I turned over and tried to sleep. Five minutes later she slipped into bed, and not more than two minutes after that I heard her give her first, delicate snores. Five hours later I was still tossing and turning. I would sleep, get awakened by my raging boner, and fall into a restless, only to wake up with a raging boner. 
 
     
 
    The next day at breakfast she fixed me a feast. Took the time to grate fresh potatoes, half burnt them the way I like. Fresh squeezed orange juice, sausage done to a crisp. 
 
    And, while serving me, she made sure to brush her ample breasts against my shoulder, my back, my arms. And she nibbled on my ears. And she trailed her hand over my chest, rubbing the nipples. 
 
    Then she sat on the other side of the table and watched me, beautiful, blue eyes filled with guile. Biting the tip of a sausage link with her white teeth. Closing her mouth and moving her lips as she chewed. 
 
    “How long are you going to do this?” 
 
    “It depends. How long are you going to be a stubborn, recalcitrant ‘man.’ 
 
    “You’re a female chauvinist pig.” 
 
    “And you’re a horny sucker,” she countered. She knew she had the upper hand and she was going to slap me with it. 
 
    I grunted. My boner pressing against the bottom of. the table. 
 
    “We could rent the house out. If it doesn’t work out, we could come back.” 
 
    “Yeah. Renters. And then having to get rid of them.” 
 
    She actually had a little victory with my comment. I wasn’t standing firm, I was arguing. And my voice even sounded a bit whiney. 
 
    She smiled. She stood up and came around to me. “Scoot your chair back.” 
 
    I pushed away from the table and she threw a leg over me. Sat on me. Squashed my boner—pain is pleasure, if you remember—and started kissing me. 
 
    Oh, lord, that woman can kiss. Her tongue slid across my lips, I could taste the faint smell of her lip gloss. My boner surged, but was stopped by the thin material of her panties. 
 
    “Fuck!” I groaned. 
 
    “There are good boys,” she whispered as she nibbled on one ear. “And then there are REALLY good boys!” She settled onto me, I felt my tip against her labia, pushing, wanting to shoot those old rapids and have a frothy dunk. 
 
    She stood up. “Well, time to do the dishes, like a good, little housewife. The kind without jobs and friends. The kind who sacrifices her happiness just to wait on her selfish husband.” 
 
    She turned and picked up dishes and headed for the sink. I watched her perfect ass sway as she walked. God, I wanted to be in that firm pot of female flesh. 
 
      
 
    I sat at my computer and had no thoughts. Of course I didn’t, my mind was blotto, courtesy of my wife’s hot pussy. And bountiful tits. And red lips. And long, blonde hair, all soft curls flowing over her kissable shoulders and…” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I’m a free lance writer. That’s why I need silence, and this was the perfect house for me. I could write all day, take long walks in the country when I needed a break, and there were no distractions. 
 
    Correction, there had been no distractions. Now there was a single distraction. A big distraction. A huge distraction. A female distraction. 
 
    So I pushed my chair back, leaned back a little, and lifted my eyes to nothing in particular, and thought about it. 
 
    Silence. I could have that anywhere. Heck. When we lived in the city I had nailed egg cartons on the walls to create my silence. 
 
    Friends. Sure, but they could be a nuisance as well as a benefit. But once everybody knew I was a writer and didn’t like to answer the door it all worked out. I had even put signs on front doors before: 
 
      
 
    Writer at work! 
 
    Please, do not knock or otherwise disturb. 
 
      
 
    And it had worked. 
 
    And, we would be close to stores and restaurants. I have to admit, though I didn’t mind it, it was 45 minutes to town, and that…well, I could do without that. 
 
    We could go to a gym. She’d love that, being a fitness instructor. 
 
    So I sat, and thought, and conjured up images and situations. Good and bad. 
 
    I pulled a piece of paper out of my printer, I like to do real writing, pen and ink and paper, when I make life changing decisions. I made two columns, listed the good and the bad, little mini paragraphs under each point discussing the point. 
 
    I was surprised to find out there were more goods than bads. By a lot. And that was just me considering myself. When I added items to the column taking in Jamey’s point of view, it seemed like I really was a selfish bastard. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    Okay. 
 
    There it was. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I would have to move. 
 
    Then a grin popped onto my face. I had forgotten one benefit. I wrote at the bottom of the page under the ‘goods.’ It said: 
 
    I get fucked! 
 
      
 
    And, man, I had no clue how true that was. 
 
    “Jamey?” I called. “Could you come here for a minute?” 
 
    I wasn’t about to wait on that last item. I pulled my pants and underwear off and was naked by the time she arrived in my little sanctum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Stepforth Valley was a charmer. I have never seen such neat, little streets, such immaculately trimmed lawns. There wasn’t even any dirt on the cars! 
 
    The main street was idyllic. Ladies chatting pleasantly in parking lots at the grocery store, easy access to the Starbuckles. 
 
    “Starbuckles?” I asked. 
 
    “Apparently the town council doesn’t let major corporations into town.  They do, however, have a cute little knock offs.” Jamie was sitting back in her seat, long legs nekkid and up where I could see them. Now if I could just find a secluded parking lot..heh heh…I’d get the rest of her naked. 
 
    “Those knock off’s must cause a lot of lawsuits.” 
 
    “Word has it that the company has never had serious problems.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    We cruised through town, and I thought about ‘The Company.’ Jamey was going to work for a cosmetics company called ‘House of Chimera,’ and they had turned this place into a ‘company town.’ They had moved in, invested a lot of money, fixed it up, and made it into a slice of paradise. 
 
    Cops that smiled and only gave warnings. 
 
    The town council was apparently all women, laughing ladies in a photo that invited select people into the town. 
 
    And ‘invited’ is the word. There was even a gate on the Main drag just outside the town, and I had seen them turn away a few cars while we were being checked out. Jamie had checked out, and so we were allowed in, but I wondered about a town where one company was so powerful they controlled, which in this case meant ‘prohibited,’ tourists. 
 
    Tourists or not, the place was cute as the proverbial button. 
 
    And, a bonus, most of the population seemed to be women. Beautiful women. In fact…where were the men? 
 
    “Where are the men?” I asked Jamey. 
 
    “Probably at work. Ooh, I like it, the men work and the women play!” The delight in her laugh was infectious and I had to chuckle. 
 
    “So I will have a kept woman. Prisoner to my evil whims. Have I ever shown you my collection of BDSM toys?” 
 
    “Oh, you.” she pushed me on the shoulder. 
 
    We arrived at the House of Chimera, and I was stunned. The building was as big as the whole town! It was probably a couple of hundred thousand square feet in one massive, mirrored building. It had a moat of green lawn and tall oaks provided sentry duty. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Double wow,” I agreed. I pulled onto a drive that led to a parking lot. In the parking lot were a lot of shiny, late model cars. I found a visitors slot and shabbied up the neighborhood with my used Prius. Shortly we were entering the front entrance, dutifully impressed by the immensity of the project.  
 
    The foyer was maybe 20 by 30, with a long counter across the back wall. There were a few chairs on carpeted areas, and what looked like brochures. 
 
    “My name is Jamey Boston. This is my husband, Rick. We have an appointment at ten.” 
 
    The security guard smiled at Jamey, welcomed us, made a quick call on her phone, and began filling out a visitor’s pass. Interesting, the guard was female. Looked fit, even had a few muscles under the tight shirt. Of course I wasn’t looking at the muscles so much as the shirt. 
 
    “Jamey!” 
 
    Donna Brown crossed the foyer, high heels clicking on the marble floor, and she was a knock out. She was a little taller than me and had dark brunette hair, and the kind of white complexion that really set off her red lips. Her eyes were a smokey grey and she looked like a woman who knew her way around.  
 
    Of course, I was staring at her muscles. Two muscles, in particular, sprouting from her chest. Geez, she was stacked! 
 
    “I’m so glad you could make it!” And she air kissed Jamey. Then she turned to me, hesitated, and I think she was thinking about air kissing me, which I wouldn’t have minded, getting close to those massive mammaries, you know, and then shook my hand. “And you are Mr. Rick.” 
 
    “Mister will be fine,” I joked. 
 
    She laughed, a delighted tinkle showing white teeth. “Okay…Rick,” and she turned to Jamey, “Let’s head for my office and some expresso. I’ve got a bathroom there if you need it.” 
 
    This lady thought of everything. I could tell she was steps ahead of us. Well, natch. She probably welcomed a thousand visitors a year. Which actually wasn’t the case. 
 
      
 
    “I know we hired you for your chemical degrees,” Donna explained to Jamey, “but…would you consider doing a little fitness training? Maybe a couple of classes in the evening? We like our employees to stay fit, and if you could…” 
 
    She blathered on, and I could tell Jamey was happy. The place was clean, efficient (or so it seemed) filled with happy people, and what was not to like? 
 
    As they chatted I looked around the office. It was big, with a big window on one side. Donna could watch out over a huge swath of forest. A door led to a bathroom, I had used it and had never seen one so clean, and there was a wet bar, complete with a couple of my favorite brands of whiskey, in a far corner. In that corner were a couple of chairs and a glass table. A place for a little confabulating. 
 
    “And what about you, Rick?” 
 
    I pivoted back into the conversation, retracked it in my mind, and realized she had been asking about what I did for a living. 
 
    “Sorry, I was admiring the view, you wanted to know about what I do?” 
 
    “Yes. We like to make sure our employees are happy on all fronts. And a happy husband is a happy wife.” 
 
    I smiled at Jamey. “You don’t have to worry about that, but I’m a writer. I usually lock myself into a closet and exercise my digits until somebody comes and gets me. 
 
    Donna chuckled. “My, how kinky.” 
 
    I turned red. I hadn’t meant it like that. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve embarrassed you. I’m sorry. Tell me about your writing?” 
 
    So I shoved the blush out of my cheeks and explained, “I freelance. That means everything from travel brochures to technical tomes. I get my jobs off bulletin boards on the net. There’s not much more to say.” 
 
    But there was. I found myself admitting that I frequently wrote for 12 hours a day, that I had to be careful and set aside time for my wife because I just got obsessed and couldn’t stop, that I enjoyed watching MMA, atavistic me, and had even taken six months of training. 
 
    “One of the security guards, Sandy, trains in MMA, I’ll have to put you together.” 
 
    Sandy. that was the name of the desk guard, I had noticed her nameplate when I had surreptitiously studied her breasts. Seems like all the woman in this place had large boobs. 
 
    And then I thought: put us together? Is that another innuendo? 
 
    Then Donna sat back and pursed her lips. She said, “You know, we do have a special developments department, and they are working on a veddy important, hush hush, secret project.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you’d tell us except you’d have to…” I made a cutting motion across my throat and ‘gggrk’ sound. 
 
    Donna laughed and Jamey pushed me, “Rick!” But it was all in fun. 
 
    “Well, it is top secret, but you’re absolutely perfect…” 
 
    I cocked my head. 
 
    “Look, this might be embarrassing, but House of Chimera is engaged in putting out a totally new and unique product line. We’re going to introduce male cosmetics to the world. 
 
    “Male cosmetics?” I had an inkling where this was going, and I was already embarrassed. 
 
    “Now let me explain the whole thing before I pitch you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, dubiosity being my middle name. 
 
    “Half the world is male, and those males do not wear make up, for the most part. Just think what would happen to our profits if we could convince some of them to wear a little make up. Maybe a little eye shadow, some kind of foundation, why, it would, potentially, double our profits. Do you know how much money is in the world of cosmetics?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Fifty billion. That’s billion, with a ‘b.’ We could, potentially, make it one hundred billion. With a ‘b.’ 
 
    I was surprised. not stunned, but definitely surprised. I knew there was a lot of money in cosmetics. I had even written some articles about cosmetics for a client, and had had to learn a few things. 
 
    “Wow,” sort of slipped out of me. 
 
    “Now, this company is founded by woman, staffed by women, and there just aren’t a lot of men to work on.” 
 
    “So you’re talking about using me for a guinea pig.” 
 
    She smiled ruefully, “Please, we’re not mad scientists. You make it sound like we’d strap you down and overdose you with lipstick until you, well, until you turned into a woman!” 
 
    We all laughed at that. So ludicrous, so silly. 
 
    “No, what we would do is ask you to come in a couple of times a week, just an hour or two, and let us pamper you, make adjustments to our colors and shades, and generally figure out what we are doing.” 
 
    “So you wouldn’t be giving me anything that might make me grow an extra head? Or become a midget with a fetish for tattoos or anything like that?” 
 
    She laughed then. “No. No. Oh, there will be a few times we will try out a new formula on you, but nothing that hasn’t been tried and tested. Mostly it will just be things like base and shadow and so on.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…I—“ 
 
    “You will be remunerated nicely.” 
 
    “How much?” Okay, I answered too quickly. but there’s something about money that just makes my morals shrink and my wallet swell. 
 
    “Two thousand a month.” 
 
    I blinked, and I have to hand it to me, I didn’t drop my jaw and look like a fool. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” said Jamey, “You just spoke his language.” 
 
    “Isn’t it everybody’s?” Donna turned to Jamey and they engaged in mild chit chat. I knew Donna was giving me a chance to think about everything. 
 
    Make up. Jamey wore it every day. Heck, most women did. Unless they were dowdy types that hated men.  I had watched Jamey put on her make up, and it had fascinated me. Heck, it even gave me a boner. Well, why not? Watching a woman become beautiful was a wonderful pastime. 
 
    But make me beautiful? That was a stretch. 
 
    “”What are you thinking, Rick?” Donna cut in on my far away meditations. 
 
    “I was thinking how impossible it would be to make me beautiful. It’s different with women, because they start out beautiful to begin with, and just make themselves more beautiful. But me?” 
 
    “I think you underestimate your potential, and what we can do for you.” 
 
    “But what about my face hair?” 
 
    “Do you like a beard? Or a mustache?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “And do you like shaving?” 
 
    “Sort of a bother.” 
 
    “We have a cream that will stop all facial hair growth. Your hair will start to grow back after a month, should you wish to get bushy. But if you use it three months in a row…no more facial hair…ever.” 
 
    “Ever?” I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    “But don’t use it on you eyebrows or top hair. You can, however, get rid of the rest of your body hair.” 
 
    “Even the, uh, groin area?” 
 
    “Easy peasy.” 
 
    Now that was something to think about. Look, I’m a man, but I’m not fond of hair. When I was in college I shaved my legs for the swim team, even after I quit. And I had never been a fan of roughing up my face with blades and rotaries…maybe… 
 
    “We’ll make your face smoother, hide pores and make blemishes go away. It will make you handsomer, and, here’s something you might not have thought about…ladies totally love, I mean they go bonkers, for a man that is smooth.” 
 
    Well, that made my dick sit up and take notice. Sure, I was married, but what man doesn’t dream, eh? 
 
    “So, is two thousand too much? Should we reduce the amount you get paid?” 
 
    It was the right thing to say, so ridiculous it made us all laugh, and zingo bingo, I was officially signed up to be a guinea pig. For women’s make up. Well, men’s make up. But who’s splitting hairs?


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “That was interesting.” We were driving to our ‘company’ digs. That’s right, we were being given temporary quarters until we could purchase our own. 
 
    “You becoming a male model…and I saw all the large breasts you ogling?” 
 
    “Hey! Can you blame me? I mean, I got lots of male ‘tester one.’ 
 
    Tester one was my short hand for testosterone. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Tester One, as long as you keep your hands in your pockets I guess its alright if your eyeballs fall out of the sockets. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But you’re going to have reassure me that you still love me.” 
 
    “Often,” I said. “In fact, I think we have to start christening rooms today.” 
 
    “Hmm. Let’s stop and get some champagne and celebrate.” 
 
    “Yowza, baby.” 
 
    So we found no liquor stores, which was odd, I guess The Company likes a sober work force, but we did find some champagne and some other kinds of booze in a supermarket. Pretty good stuff, too, at least that’s what my wallet told me. 
 
    Then we found our house, a cottage much like all the other cottages on the block, except for the number, which was…69. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” said Jamey, fingering the numbers on a porch post as we walked to the front door. 
 
    “A good omen,” I grinned. 
 
    The house itself wasn’t very big. It had a smallish living room with a window that opened on the street, two small back bedrooms, and a kitchen that was ten by ten, with all the machinery jammed in. 
 
    “I guess you’ll have to prepare all those sumptuous repasts all by yourself,” I observed, studying the gas stove, the 1950s refrigerator, and no dishwasher. 
 
    “Only for a month or two.”  
 
    She placed the champagne bottle on the counter and I put a couple of bags on the floor by the frig. 
 
    “At least it’s clean.” 
 
    And it was that. This was a clean town. 
 
    “I’d like to pop my cork, if you don’t mind,” and I picked up the bottle and starting peeling tinfoil from the top. 
 
    “Ooh, pop cork. I love it when you talk dirty.” 
 
    So I popped the cork, then I popped her cork, ladies first, you know, and then, finally, I popped my own cork. And that was our first day in Stepforth Valley. 
 
     
 
    We spent the weekend fixing up our new happy, little home. We bent our wallet out of shape with a couch and a bed, and a couple of TV trays, and a recliner. 
 
    Hey! I’ve got to have my recliner! Right? 
 
    I found the local hardware store and brought home a bunch of cinder blocks and a door—I like to build my own work tables—and then I set up my computer, printer, and all the other paraphernalia necessary to working on line. 
 
    And we christened a few more rooms. In fact, we ran out of rooms and had to start rechristening some of them. 
 
    And we sat out in the backyard and had our first barbecue. And I wondered out loud,  “Where are the neighbors?” 
 
    We were sipping beers and totally relaxed, and the idea just popped into my head. I mean, I’m not fond of neighbors, but to have no neighbors come over and welcome us to the neighborhood? That was weird. 
 
    So, while the ribs were smoking, I turned my apron over to Jamey and went on a neighbor hunt. 
 
    I went to the houses next door, and they were empty. No drapes drawn, fronts rooms sans furniture, no evidence of cars even having been parked in the drive ways. At least not for a while. 
 
    Then I went across the street. Same thing. A neighborless neighborhood. What’s up with that? 
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked Jamey, when I returned and picked up a plate of ribs that meat was falling off of. 
 
    “Mmm. This is damned delicious, but there aren’t any neighbors.” 
 
    “No neighbors? At all?” 
 
    “I went a couple houses up, each way, each side. We seem to be the only ones on the block.” 
 
    “How weird?” 
 
    And it was, but it also wasn’t. So they had a dozen homes they used for incoming personnel. And so they ween’t hiring much, except for us, not really a big deal. 
 
    But it was a strange deal. To find you are the only ones in the world is always a little strange. 
 
    So we had a party all by ourselves, happy as newlyweds, and we christened another room. Then it was time for sleep. Tomorrow was our first day on the job. 
 
      
 
    “What’s for breakfast, lover?” Jamey entered the kitchen, shoved me half out of it, and we wouldn’t have fit except that she had grabbed me in a hug and a lip lock. 
 
    After we chewed on each others mouths for a while, I broke and gasped for breath and said, “Fingerbangs.” 
 
    “Finger wha…OH!” 
 
    I held her firm, didn’t let her wiggle off my finger. 
 
    “Geez, haven’t you had enough?” She struggled and pushed, but I had her hooked like a fish, and I was tickling the roof of her vagina, searching for the illusive G spot. 
 
    “Never enough,” I kissed her throat, and I found the G spot. 
 
    “Oh…oh…AH!” she came fast. You hit the right spot and a woman will always come fast. The problem with that is that it is now their turn to roll over and go to sleep.” 
 
    “Ahhh,” she sagged in my arms, hold to me, and let me carry her into the living room and throw her on the couch. 
 
    “Oh, no,” she yelped, trying to squeeze by as I pulled my massive and never abused enough penis out of my fly. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She manage to get loose and run for the bedroom.  
 
    “I didn’t get mine!” 
 
    She managed to slam the door on me. I heard the click of locks and I placed my forehead against the wood panel and groaned. 
 
    “Come on! I get you off, it’s my turn!” 
 
    “You think I want to go for my first day all dripping? 
 
    “I don’t squirt that much!” I pleaded. 
 
    “You’re a fucking fire hose, and I’m not letting you near my pussy. Now go fix me some more breakfast.” 
 
    “You didn’t like your fingerbangs?” 
 
    She giggled behind the door, unlocked it, but only let it open a crack, just enough for her to say, “I LOVE my fingerbangs, but they’re too fattening.” Then she kissed me, snaked a hand around the door and groped my snake for a while. Then she pushed me away, closed the door…and locked it…and got ready for work. 
 
    Eventually she came out, and she looked drop fucking dead gorgeous. Blouse and jacket, pencil dress and nylons, low heels because she was probably going to be cruising the lab today. 
 
    “Geez,” I moaned as I placed a plate of sausage and flapjacks in front of her. “You really know how to hurt a guy!” 
 
    “You’ll dream of me all day, and no jacking off, thank you.” 
 
    “Not even a little bit?” 
 
    “Not even a drop?” 
 
    “Not even a teensy weensy half a drop?” 
 
    She bit of a piece of sausage with her sharp, white teeth and smiled. “You lose one drop to illicit activities and I will cut that that little cunt abuser off.” 
 
    “Abuser. I like that. Can I abuse you when you get home?” 
 
    “Looking forward to it. Now then…what time are you going to go to work?” 
 
    “Work?” I laughed. I go have somebody put some stuff on my face and I get paid. Is that really even a job?” 
 
    She smirked. “You’d find out if you had to make yourself beautiful every single day.” 
 
    “I figured maybe ten-ish. That’s what Donna said, ten-ish.” 
 
    “Huh. Well I probably won’t see you until tonight then. You have a wonderful and glamorous time getting all prettied up.” 
 
    We kissed, and she left. I heard the car pull out and head down the street. I would walk over to the company in a couple of hours. 
 
    So I checked my mail, went to a bulletin board and perused the offerings, pulled up a couple of the porn sites I liked, and just sort of diddled around for a couple of hours. I didn’t want to get immersed in a project and lose sight of the time. 
 
    Finally, 9:30, I closed up shop, put on a decent pair of cargo pants—Donna had told me to dress casual—a polo shirt, my best tennies, and set off on the great adventure. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, and it was a beautiful valley. The city was separated by great swards of perfectly manicured green. There were a lot of bushes, and some of the bushes had been sculptured into various shapes. I particularly liked one that look like a gorilla, all hunchy like it was eating a banana. “That’s not your father’s animal crackers,” I muttered as I inspected it. 
 
    I arrived at the House of Chimera and walked right across the lawn—there weren’t any ‘keep off the grass’ signs, and into the lobby. 
 
    “Good morning, Rick,” Sandy greeted me. One visitor’s pass and I was an old friend. “Donna will be down in a moment.” She latched onto the phone and I had a seat. almost before I could get comfortable Donna was click, clicking, clicking across the floor. 
 
    Man, that woman was sexy. I enjoyed her breasts, her sculptured calves, her model’s face all over again. 
 
    “Rick! Right on time.”  
 
    I stood up, and this time she air kissed me, and I could feel her mammaries brush against my chest. Oh, be still my beating…boner. 
 
    She hooked an arm in mine and walked me past Sandy and into the bowels of the machine. 
 
    “Did you know we have over 1000,000 square feet devoted to manufacturing?” 
 
    “I saw some of the trucks leaving. They go out periodically?” 
 
    “Regular as clockwork. We’re looking forward to the success of our male make up line, and we’re trying to get ahead of the demand. By the time other companies even know what happened we will have a massive head start.” 
 
    She was walking close to me. Actually, too close, not proper, like we were intimate. 
 
    Still, how could I object. A lush babe pressing her breasts against your arm is not a bad thing. 
 
    “Tell me, do you use House of Chimera products yourself?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” She stopped us, turned me and presented her face for examination. “I once had a blemish problem, Chimera obliterated that with a capital oblit. Run your fingers along my cheek.” 
 
    I did so, was aware of how intimate this was. Feeling her warm flesh under my pads, her close enough to breath on me. 
 
    “Look at my lips. We use a plumping system that makes them round and moist. We don’t ‘paint’ our lips, but actually stain them. The color lasts longer. Here, feel.” She took my finger and moved it along her lips, staring into my eyes, her blues almost devouring me. It wasn’t only intimate, it was intense. And then, my imagination, it was…she sort of…sucked the tip of my finger. 
 
    I blinked, but it was too fast for me, and we were arm linked and walking again. 
 
    “You will find out, of course, but with colors and hues that are more fitting to your male skin. ah, here we are.” 
 
    I entered a lab. Long tables with ladies looking into microscopes, examining samples, concocting their modern day witchcraft in Bunsen burners and beakers. 
 
    “Jackie! This is Rick.” A gal in a white coat, open in the front, and she had large breasts, came to me, air kissed me, and, I swear, brushed her breasts against me.  
 
    “So good to meet you. Mmm. You smell good.” 
 
    I smelled good? Why did I have the feeling that these women were all coming on to me? Were they starved for men around here? Was working in an all female environment doing something to them? 
 
    “Lisa! Bring your ipad and let’s have a quick meeting.” 
 
    Another girl, large breasts, natch, followed us as Jackie led me into a glass enclosed room. We could watch the scientists, or whatever they were, doing their thing in the lab, and they could watch us. Privacy without the privacy. 
 
    “Okay, have a seat, and we’re going to ask you some questions, check your colors, and…you don’t mind if we take a few blood samples? And other kinds of samples? Do you?” 
 
    I didn’t mind. And I didn’t mind signing away my soul as I released them from all responsibility yadda yadda yadda. 
 
    The questions were the stock kinds of questions you get in a doctor’s office. 
 
    Anybody in your family have cancer. 
 
    Have you ever had diseases/broken bones/yadda yah. 
 
    Names and dates for deaths of family members and cause. 
 
    Blah blah blah. 
 
    It only took ten minutes, and I got that itchy, hair standy feeling in my scalp. Then the fun started. 
 
    They put me in a chair, the kind you find in beauty salons, and they began holding samples up to my skin, comparing the color of make up to my natural color. 
 
    They didn’t put any make up on me, just made notes, took a LOT of pictures, and discussed formulas and conditions and situations. 
 
    It actually felt good. I was the center of attention, but didn’t have to do any heavy lifting. I just sat there, felt their breasts brushing against my forearms, which were laying on the arms of the beauty chair, and let my dick get a little hard. 
 
    A lot hard. 
 
    At one point they got me a Coke. They seemed very solicitous concerning my comfort and peace of mind. 
 
    Somewhere in there somebody came by and took a blood sample. And a hair follicle. And so and so on. 
 
    “Hows it going, Rick?” Donna had entered the lab, placed a hand on my horny arm, and whispered into my ear. 
 
    Bo-o-oing! Not that it wasn’t already hard. 
 
    “Pretty good.” 
 
    “It’s almost lunch, so we’ll be finishing up pretty soon. Are you erect?” 
 
    Her eyes were down on my crotch. My mouth parted in surprise. My eyes widened slightly. 
 
    “Men usually do have such reactions, and I am just curious. You don’t have to answer that.” She giggled. 
 
    But I couldn’t answer for an argument broke out. 
 
    “It won’t compliment his natural color.” 
 
    “Will so.” 
 
    “Prove it!” 
 
    Two technicians glared at each other. One was holding a couple of bottles of nail polish, the other was holding a case with fake nails in it. 
 
    “What’s the problem, girls?” asked Jackie. 
 
    “It’s his nails. Look at this color.” 
 
    Lisa held a bottle next to my fingers. It was not red…quite. But it was not male pink. 
 
    “But it will be too much. If he raises his hands…and what about his lips?” 
 
    Lips? WTF? 
 
    “Hmm. I can see both arguments.” Donna turned to me. She said, “There’s one way to find out for sure.” 
 
    They all looked at me then. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Would you mind if we did your nails? We weren’t going to put any make up on you, but this is different, and…it would help us. Would you mind?” 
 
    “Well, I guess…” it was why I was here, after all. And it was only nails. Even if they were a little too red for my tastes. I mean, they would look good on Jamey, maybe a little subdued, but… 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” Lisa actually said ‘goodie,’ like a little kid. “Let get some trays over here. Spread your hands, honey, and we’ll have you done before lunch. 
 
    So they wheeled a couple of trays under my hands, spread my fingers, and started working on them One technician on each side. 
 
    I watched, a little bemused, a little apprehensive, and a little hard. To have all these beautiful women fussing over me. Can you blame me? 
 
    “How long should we make them?” asked Lisa, as she sanded and prepared my nails. 
 
    Donna pursed her lips and thought. “He has to be able to use a typewriter…” 
 
    “A computer,” I corrected. 
 
    “Yes, a computer, but we need enough length to really check the coloring…just do a quarter inch.” 
 
    “Almond shaped?” 
 
    “Short coffin. We can always give him longer ones once he is used to it.” 
 
    So they sanded and prepped and glued and shaped and…colored. They painted a solution to help the health of my nails, then put on three coats, carefully pulling the tiny brushes down the nails towards the tips. Then they coated them with a final coat to seal and harden. 
 
    It was actually sort of fascinating, and I almost couldn’t believe that these were my nails. 
 
    And I guess they weren’t too red. Well, maybe they were. But I could always put my hands in my pockets, or wear gloves, right?” 
 
    “Now don’t put them in your pockets or wear gloves. We don’t want you smearing the color or, heaven forbid, breaking a nail.” 
 
    “Oh,” there went my attempt at hiding my condition. 
 
     
 
    And, finally, I was done. And it was lunch. And they took pictures of my nails, oohed and awwed, and shoved me out the door. Well, Donna walked me out, breasts again against my arms, almost cuddling with me as she walked me down the hall to reception. 
 
    “Come back on Thursday. We’ll start the heavy lifting then, and maybe even give you a long, brighter set of nails. 
 
    And, when she opened the door for me, and I moved past her, she felt my dick. 
 
    I blinked and spun, and all I saw was a face grinning. 
 
    And I thought about it. Had she really grabbed my dick? Could I have mistaken a simply back of the wrist penis bump? 
 
    No. I was right. She had deliberately groped me. 
 
    And, you know, I hate to admit it, being true to my wife and all, but it felt good. 
 
    At any rate, I was blushing and had a  boner all the way home.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    “Oh. My. God!” Jamey held my hand and examined my nails. 
 
    “Are they too bright?” 
 
    “No,” she said, quickly, I think maybe hoping to convince me. “I thought they were just going to do a little make up, then take it off when you came home.” 
 
    “They said they need to observe long term effects. Donna said they might put long nails on me. A brighter red, too.” 
 
    “Oh! Wow!” She turned my hand in the sunlight coming through the window. We were in the kitchen, squeezed into the kitchen, and the sun was low in the sky. 
 
    “How do they feel?” 
 
    “Sort of kinky,” I answered honestly. “I felt horny all day long.” 
 
    She placed her hand over my crotch and nodded. “Yes. That’s a kinky hard on if ever I saw one.” 
 
    “Yeah, about that?” 
 
    “What?” She was grinned as she rubbed my pants. 
 
    “Some of the girls…they’re…well, they’re friendly.” 
 
    She didn’t stop rubbing, but she did stop smiling. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Spit it out. Your life’s in my hands. All the truth or else!” She closed her hand and I felt a thrill shoot through my groin. 
 
    “Well, it seems like they’re all rubbing their tits against me. They hug me…when they’re working on my nails they get a little close. And Donna…” 
 
    “Yes? Donna?” 
 
    “She actually groped me.” 
 
    I explained how she ‘bumped’ her hand into my crotch, and how it seemed, maybe it was my imagination, like she actually sucked my finger. 
 
    Jamey’s beautiful eyes took on a far a way look. 
 
    “I’m sorry. But I had to tell you. But I don’t know what to do. She’s your boss, and I know you wanted this job, and…” I was actually sort of miserable here, reduced to a whine and wishing I hadn’t said anything. 
 
    We stood there, the sun nearly down, shadows infesting the room, and still Jamey thought. Finally: “Well, we could talk sexual harassment.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Shh.” She touched a finger to my lips. I was so fucking horny it felt like even that simple act was sexual. 
 
    “I’ve never been much of one for suing…” 
 
    “No,” I agreed. 
 
    “…and…do you feel violated?” 
 
    “Not really. I mean, I guess technically I am, but men are different than women. Women get unwanted attention and sometimes they can’t defend themselves and they really do get…messed up over it. But Men, you bump a man’s dick and he thinks you want to have sex.” 
 
    “Do you think they want to have sex with you?” 
 
    “No. Well, maybe. I don’t know. It’s just…weird.” 
 
    “Do you want to have sex with them?” 
 
    “No!” I protested. 
 
    “But do you fantasize?” 
 
    And there she had me. I actually didn’t want sex, but I sure liked looking at her tits, and Sandy’s and Lisa’s and all the girls. And I enjoyed the boner they gave me. But why go after an ice cream sundae when steak is waiting at home? 
 
    “You do,” she said, picking. up on my hesitation. 
 
    I started to explain but she just squeezed me and shook her head. It was obvious that she wanted to think about this. 
 
    “Let’s eat.” 
 
    “But you don’t—“ 
 
    “I just want to let this settle. Don’t worry. We’ll come to some sort of a conclusion, or whatever, before bed. Now back off and let me fix dinner.” 
 
    So I sat at the little table just off the kitchen and I watched her as she prepare a quick hamburger and salad. 
 
    And we joked, talking about the day and just enjoying each other’s company. 
 
    “Is one burger going to be enough for me?” I asked. 
 
    “Heck, the burger is for me. You get the salad, fingernail man.” 
 
    That surprised me, but I knew she was joking, be it with an edge. 
 
    Then we ate. It was dark out now, and we ate silently, every once in a while looking at each other. 
 
    We each had a half a burger, it was a big one, and a salad, and I studied her blue eyes. They really were striking blue. And I thought about the different emotions she could display with them. Anger, jealousy, love. 
 
    And they kept flicking down to my hands. She was watching my almost red nails as I manipulated a fork, cut into my half of the burger. 
 
    Done, she said, “I cooked, you wash.” 
 
    She was watching my nails again. 
 
    “Besides, I want to see how you do some heavy lifting with those claws.” 
 
    “Claws, eh?” I chuckled as I cleared the table. 
 
    She sat on the side counter, that was all the room there was, and watched as I soaped and scrubbed and rinsed. I would hand her a dish and she would dry it and stack it to the side of her. Cupboard space was pretty sketchy, too. 
 
    “I’ll get you some gloves.” 
 
    “Boxing gloves?” 
 
    I felt very awkward, bumping my nails with a click into a dish, trying to. figure out how to live with just the pads of my digits. 
 
    “Huh! No. Thick gloves to protect your hands.” 
 
    “Protect the nails?” 
 
    “No. the hands. Those Chimera nails are the real thing. They stay on, they are hard to break, and the color lasts. But doing dishes will roughen your hands. We need to make them soft to match the nails, to bring out the real potential of your hands.” 
 
    I turned to her and grimaced. 
 
    “What? You don’t like having sexy hands?” 
 
    I frowned“You really think they’re sexy?” 
 
    Her mouth curled in delight. “At first I thought they were garish…now I think they’re not enough. In fact…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s got me sort of wet down there.” 
 
    “Really!” I was shocked. The idea that my nails could be sexy floored me. And the idea that they could actually turn a woman on double floored me. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I‘ve been watching them all night long, and the drip quotient from my pussy has been going up faster than…faster than a man gets a boner.” 
 
    “That fast?” And I turned and leaned against the far counter, which wasn’t that far, and brought my hand to my face, long fingers brushing down the cheek in a sensual move. 
 
    “Oh! Stop that,” she gave a mock shiver, or maybe it wasn’t just mock, maybe there was… 
 
    I reached forward then, fascinated, and closed my outstretched fingers over her boob, drew them back towards me, over the nipple. 
 
    “Ah…God!” she gave a real shiver. She wasn’t faking it. Holy fuck! 
 
    “Take off your blouse,” I said. 
 
    “No,” she was breathing harder. “You take it off. I want to watch you deal with buttons.” 
 
    So I put my hands forth and slid the button through the hole It wasn’t hard, in spite of the nails. I did a second button. 
 
    “Oh, geez!” she whispered, hoarse and throaty and out of breath. I couldn’t believe how turned on she was getting. 
 
    “It’s easy. Just like undoing my own shirt.” 
 
    “That’s because women’s buttons are backwards to men. So servants can undress a lady.” 
 
    I did a third button. It was a little tighter and I struggled for a moment, then the round disk slipped through without a whimper. Her head was bent forward so she could watch my hands. Her hair was in my face, sweet and soft and making me feel like a million dollars. 
 
    Oh, she was getting turned on, but I had been turned on all day. 
 
    “Is that all I am? A servant to you?” 
 
    She shivered again, raised her head, grabbed the back of my head and pulled my lips to hers. It was intense, my nails were working on the last button, and it fell through the hole. 
 
    Still kissing, still feeling the warmth of her soul through her lips, I parted her blouse and placed my hands on her tits. 
 
    She broke the kiss, backed up, almost laid back on the counter, and stared as my red tip nails caressed her mounds. 
 
    “Fuck,” she groaned. She leaned forward a bit and reached behind herself to unfasten her bra. 
 
    “Hold it,” I commanded. 
 
    I pulled her closer, reached around her, and we were in a half hug, separated by inches, breathing each other’s face, staring at each other’s eyes, fascinated. My dick was turgid, poking against my pants, and against her thigh. 
 
    I struggled with the fasteners, feeling her breasts shift and writhe against me. 
 
    Her hands went to my crotch. She had nails, longer than mine, but they weren’t a problem for her. She unzipped me and pulled me out. 
 
    “Uhhh,” I couldn’t help but moan. 
 
    The clasps came apart,  her bra gave way and her breasts sagged. 
 
    She stroked me, and I cupped her breasts, scratched them gently with my nails. Flicked the nipples. And wanted longer nails, sharper nails. Redder nails. 
 
    She pushed me back then, let go of my cock, and looked down. She watched my hands cup and turn, the nails bright against her white skin, looking even redder than they were. 
 
    For a long minute she watched, enraptured by the red claws mocking up gripping and ripping at her flesh. It was sexually dangerous, and we were breathing harder and harder, almost gasping in our fever. 
 
    She slid off the counter. We were face to face, kissing, me pulling on her tits, her stroking my cock. 
 
    We walked sideways out of the kitchen, as if we were glued face to face and couldn’t move in any other fashion. 
 
    I hugged her, lifted her up, let her feel my finger points as I carried her to the bedroom. She devoured my mouth with hers 
 
    Inside the bedroom I tossed her, like a big, saggy bag, and she sprawled on the bed, her breasts heaving, and spread her legs. 
 
    “Show me those fake nails,” she breathed. 
 
    I held up the back of my hand to her. I waggled my fingers, and she was as if mesmerized. 
 
    Then I knelt on the floor, reached a hand up and placed it on her leg. 
 
    My nails looked so bright, so downright feral, against her soft flesh. I brought my hand down the length of her leg, alternately clawing and smoothing. I could see her pussy, and it was wet and glistening. 
 
    “Come here, my little fuck puppy.” 
 
    I crawled on to the bed, placing my hands on her body, walking them up her body. 
 
    She watched each footstep of my palms. She watched as they gripped her waist, held her tits, and then she felt them caress her neck. 
 
    “What is happening?” she asked of nobody, not expecting an answer. Her eyes were wide, the blue almost blinding in intensity. 
 
    “I’m about to fuck you,” I responded. I’m about to penetrate you. I’m going to claw you apart with these,” I held my hands up, “and then I am going to insert myself in you.” 
 
    She arched then, and…I couldn’t believe it…she was actually having an orgasm! Not even fucked yet, just the threat of being fucked by a man with a set of nails! What the fuck was happening to us, indeed! 
 
    I quickly pounced on her pussy. I know better than to ruin a rhythm, but that was when I was inside her. Now I was outside, and I pressed my finger to her clit and tried to keep the orgasm going. 
 
    She groaned, and it kept going. Her arching back began to spasm. Her head was thrown back, her eyes were open and the white showing. 
 
    Holy fuck! She had never cum so hard in her life. 
 
    On and on it went, twitching and jerking, and she began to pull her breasts. 
 
    I scratched her clit with the tip of my nail, and she finally buckled. She folded, as if doing a crunch, and turned sideways on the bed. “No more. Please. No more.” 
 
    I gently moved back. Off the bed. She was already doing the light ,breathy sleep thing when I turned off the light and closed the door. 
 
     
 
    Fuck! Had that really happened?” Did I just have sex with my wife until she broke and couldn’t take any more? 
 
    I had. And, you know, it felt good. Like I had accomplished something. Like I had fulfilled my husbandly duties. The only problem…I was still horny. 
 
    And, the fact that she had had such a huge and monstrous orgasm only made me hornier. 
 
    I stood there in the darkness, my peter poking the air, rigid as a rod, hot as a poker, wondering what to do. 
 
    I could masturbate, but I didn’t like to do that. Especially not after being so close to such a fevered pussy. 
 
    But, what? 
 
    And, no solution, I gravitated to my computer room. I sat down in my chair and pulled up a little porn. And here was the odd thing…I found myself searching for men with nails. And I found a lot. And I examined the photos minutely. 
 
    Then I searched for men with make up. And there were a lot of those. 
 
    I studied their faces, bleachy from too much, splotchy from poor application, lips red and even plumped. 
 
    Fuck! Was this what I was going to look like? This wasn’t good. 
 
    And yet, my nails tapped the keys and I loved the clickity click. 
 
    I felt a presence. Jamey was behind me. She leaned forward and kissed the top of my head. “Doing a little homework?” 
 
    “Yah. Scary.” 
 
    “Ha,” she said. “House of Chimera is going to do better than those bozos. Those are men that don’t know anything. You’re in the hands of women who know everything.” 
 
    “When it comes to make up,” I amended. 
 
    She just smiled, then she turned me around. She got behind me and pushed me out into the center of the room. “Lay back,” she commanded. 
 
    I slouched down as much as I was able, and she came in front of me and threw a leg over me. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “I need…” 
 
    “I know what you need,” she murmured, her face concentrating as she slid down my shaft. 
 
    Boom. She bottomed out. We were connected. Her weight held me so I was unable to move, I was at her whim. She controlled the horizontal. She controlled the vertical. 
 
    She wiggled on me then, leaned on me, her large breasts pressing against me, giving me their heat. And we didn’t say anything. 
 
    It was dark, the only light coming from my computer room. We were comfortable. though, I have to say, I was really, REALLY horny. 
 
    But in leaving her in the bedroom and sitting at my computer I had dwindled a bit. She clasped out bodies together, held herself motionless over my throbbing dick, and let me build back towards the climax. 
 
    “You know,” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    It’s always dangerous to say say anything to a remark like that. My non-committal was in full force. 
 
    “You say the girls grope you.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “I say…enjoy it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sexual harassment is unwanted attention. Do you really not want big breasted beautiful women forcing themselves on you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…put like that…” 
 
    “So it’s not sexual harassment. But I trust you. With my life. So they play with you, and you bring it home and do to me what you just did to me, and I’m okay with that. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    “I guess so.” Fuck, yes! 
 
    “And, honey?” she leaned back, loomed over me, her arms straight out in the push up position. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You tell me everything. Everything! You got me?” 
 
    “What if they get me drunk and fuck me?” 
 
    She paused, can’t blame her for that, but then she said: “Even that. You know why?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they’re doing the work and I’m getting the rewards. And even if something…bad…happens, you’re mine. You got that?” 
 
    “I’m yours,” I repeated dutifully. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Then she started screwing me, corkscrewing me, and before we knew it, my swivel chair was rotating. Around and around I went, helpless under her. 
 
    “Feel my nails. Feel what it feels like,” she hissed, stroking my chest, scratching my nipples. 
 
    I became dizzy, and I gave myself up. I moaned and I groaned, and my body went around, and she went around, and I didn’t know if up was down…and the first spasms hit. And, like hers, it was a big one. I felt myself pulsing in her pussy, thrusting my hips up and spewing out seed. And I groaned almost as if I was in pain. But it was the pain of total pleasure.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    The next couple couple of days were sexual, to put it mildly. We would be going about our business, she would look at my nails, and bang! We were in bed.  
 
    Or on the couch. Or on the floor or against the wall or bent over a chair or…you get the idea. 
 
    And she had me giving her long massages, digging my nails deep, scratching until I almost drew blood, and she just moaned and groaned and demanded more. 
 
    We went for walks in the evening, between fuck bouts, and she would be holding my hand, then looking at my hand, then looking at me, her breasts heaving in desire, so wet she would have dripped if she wasn’t wearing panties. And she told me I was getting her so moist down there she was going to have start wearing Depends. 
 
    Tuesday passed, and Wednesday, and it was Thursday. Jamey kissed me good bye. Sucked my tongue, dragged me out to the car by the dick—there weren’t neighbors, so what the hell, right?—and kissed me and dropped to her knees and sucked me, right there in front of God and nobody. 
 
    Then she hopped in the car, gave me a ‘toodles’ wave, and left me so horny I was the one that was dripping. Horny and hard and having to handle my second day at work. 
 
    Ten o’clock came around, and I walked into the lobby of Chimera. Sandy was there, already on the phone and waving at me. And it looked like her uniform was so stretched the buttons were about to pop. 
 
    I sat down in a chair, and got right up because Donna was striding across the floor. Click, click, her heels went. A smile so bright the world bleached. Those world class bosoms giving such a healthy bounce it was hard to keep my eyes off them. 
 
    “And how’s my big boy today?” She actually put an arm around my waist, pressed those wonderful glands against my side, looked up at me…adoringly?…and walked me down the hallway. 
 
    “Feeling pretty good, really.” 
 
    “And how was it having to wear the nails?” 
 
    “Oh, a man can adapt to anything.”  
 
    There must have been something in my voice, because she said, with a sly innuendo, “And so can a woman, eh?” 
 
    I blushed. This woman was forward. 
 
    “We’re going to be working on your face today. We’ve got some long lasting products and we want to see how they look on you. Would you like to try longer nails?” 
 
    Blithely, I shrugged my shoulders. “Anything for science.” Anything for a harder dick. 
 
    “Excellent. Here we are.” She opened the door, waved to Jackie and Lisa, who came running to hug me. 
 
    “See you later,” Donna cheerfully said, and she was out the door. 
 
    “Okay, handsome. Time to make you beautiful.” 
 
    They sat me down in the same chair and started bring out color samples and talking about hues and shades. Finally, Lisa cleaned and moisturized my face. The moisturizer had a slight aroma, and it was nice. I actually liked, heck, loved, the feel of their fingers smoothing the cream onto my face. I even closed my eyes and just luxuriated in the feeling of my skin being smoothed and pampered. As if from far away I listened to their voices. 
 
    “Here we go, see how it matches his skin color?” 
 
    “Yes, but he’s got brown eyes.” 
 
    “Ah, I see what you mean, well, how about…” And I faded out, slid into a half dream state. Well, I was tired. Jamey had actually tired my seemingly inexhaustible sex drive. 
 
    They began painting my face. Then cold creaming it. Then painting again. Discussing cause and effect and male versus female. 
 
    “Say,” I said, at one point. “How many men work here? I haven’t seen any. Is it all girls?” 
 
    They were silent for the briefest of moments, then Jackie giggled. “They’re all in the basement. We have them on big hamster wheels going around and around. Why do you think the lighting is so good up here?” 
 
    We all chuckled at that. The idea of men being made to run around a big wheel just to turn generators to provide electricity. It was ludicrous. 
 
    I drifted again. It felt so good. I felt warm. Voices. 
 
    “Too red. He’ll look like an Indian.” 
 
    “Okay, so we’ll…” 
 
    And I dreamed. I dreamed and Jackie and I were alone in the lab. Everybody was gone. And she sat on my lap and kissed me. 
 
    Then I was alone with Lisa. And she sat on my lap and kissed me. 
 
    Then I was alone with Donna. And she sat on my lap and kissed me. 
 
    And I heard a voice. “God, do I want to fuck him.” 
 
    I snapped awake. 
 
    The girls were standing a couple of feet away from me. They were discussing something in hushed voices. Then Jackie saw that I was awake. She stepped over to me, placed a hand on my arm and said, “We made a mistake.” 
 
    “Oh?” What kind of mistake could they make making me up? 
 
    “Yes, we wanted to check the color of your lips against the make up, so we stained your lips.” 
 
    “Lipstick?” Hunh! Still, what was the big deal? 
 
    “Not lipstick. I accidentally grabbed the stain. It’s different than lipstick.” 
 
    “How different?” 
 
    “Lipstick wears off. Even long lasting lipstick will wear off in a day. Staining lasts longer. It colors the lips until, well, until a new layer of cells forms, the natural shedding process. I didn’t think and…” and she blathered on. 
 
    “So my lips are red. How red?” 
 
    She held up a mirror. And they were red. Real red. And plumper. 
 
    “They look fatter,” I observed, trying to sort through my emotions. There was a tinge of anger in me, but my dick was so damned hard…and it’s hard to be angry when you’re sporting a massive boner. 
 
    “We used a plumper before we stained. We…I didn’t…” 
 
    “So how long?” 
 
    “About ten days.” 
 
    My mind sort of froze over at that point. So much for going to the store, or doing anything outside of the house. 
 
    “Rick, I’m so sorry.” She continued talking, and it was obvious that she was on the edge of tears. 
 
    “What did you do?”Donna entered the lab. She was walking angry and had a stern expression on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I used the stain instead of the lipstick, and we were just trying to see…” 
 
    And when Jackie was done frantically talking, Donna said, “We weren’t supposed to do lips for weeks. How’s he supposed to leave the house? Were you even thinking of your job?” 
 
    A moment where panic crossed Jackie’s face. I couldn’t let that happen. 
 
    “Hey! Hold on.” They looked at me. “So I look funny for a few days. It’s not enough to cost her her job.” 
 
    Donna frowned. 
 
    “Sure, she made a mistake, but who doesn’t. I don’t want anybody to be mad at anybody here.” 
 
    Donna started to relax a bit. Still, “Thank you for being understanding, Rick.” She placed her warm hand on my shoulder. “But we need to make reports. She won’t lose her job,” she glanced at the fearful Jackie, “But there have to be consequences.” 
 
    “No, there don’t,” I interrupted. “Look, she asked and I gave permission. She was so intent on trying to do a good job…it’s only logical…the tubes they use are pretty much the same, right?” 
 
    “Well, yes. Sort of.” 
 
    “So I don’t want any bad report for Jackie, or for Lisa or anybody. They’re good people. All right?” 
 
    And Donna gave in. She nodded, a small smile escaped her lips. “Well, if you’re sure.” 
 
    “Sure I’m sure.” 
 
    “And you won’t mind having red lips for a week or so?” 
 
    “Heck, you ladies have red lips all the time. What’s it going to hurt, right?” 
 
    “Right.” She looked a little firmer. 
 
    “Now, is it lunch yet? I’m feeling a bit hungry.” 
 
    “Just a few minutes. Jackie? You want to fix his face—“ she stopped and turned to me. “Your lips are red. Do you want us to fix the rest of your face? Or do you just want to have the lipstick? 
 
    “What’s the advantage of more make up?” 
 
    “It will be more natural. your tones will blend. Your lips won’t be so stark.” 
 
    “Uh…” I thought. Fuck. In for a penny, in for a pound. “Sure.” 
 
    So they fixed me up. used cream and powder and adjusted my face. I looked in the mirror. I was a bit stark, and I suddenly knew what the problem was. They had bleached out my eyes. 
 
    “My eyes look plain.” 
 
    Donna was still there. “You heard the man, girls. Make his eyes beautiful.” She grinned at me. “Do want a little loose shadow, or do you want us to make them snap, crackle and pop?” 
 
    “Hell, go for the gold.” I was giddy, and horny, and I really didn’t know what I was saying. 
 
    So they fussed over my baby browns. They shadowed the lids, mascaraed and lengthened the lashes. And it was lunch. 
 
    They didn’t show me the mirror, and I didn’t ask. I was suddenly feeling a little weak, and realized that perhaps I had gone overboard. 
 
    Donna walked me out to the hallway, again with the arm around my waist. “We made the make up long lasting. Not as long lasting as the stain, but it should last through the weekend. Then we can re-evaluate and decide what we need to do to keep your lips looking lovely. 
 
    Lips looking lovely. Hunh! I probably looked like a clown. 
 
    “Can you wait here for a second? I forgot something.”  
 
    I could, so she trotted back to the lab and entered. 
 
    I was a little restless, no doubt the effect of being a fully made up man, and I took a few steps in the direction of the lab. There was an elevator there, and it was one of those with the almost shiny doors that still reflect a hell of a lot. In the reflection I saw Donna go to Jackie and say something, and then…then they high fived! 
 
    High fived? Like Jackie had done something right, and not wrong. Like…it was a plan to get my lips tainted? And maybe get me in full make up? 
 
    No. It had to be something else. They couldn’t have been acting. Donna really had been upset. And I had saved Jackie’s job. 
 
    And, engrossed in this thought, Donna returned, hugged my arm again, and walked me out to the front door. 
 
    “Rick? Is that you?” 
 
    It was security Sandy again. The girl with the bulging breasts. And I was suddenly more embarrassed than I had ever been in my whole life. 
 
    “You are gorgeous!” 
 
    My head jerked up. Gorgeous? Me? Did she really use that adjective?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Told you so,” quipped Donna, though she hadn’t. But she had encouraged me. And they seemed to know what they were doing. 
 
    Sandy came out from behind the long desk and approached me. She touched my cheek, studied my lips. “Oh, your coloring is perfect! I wish I could look that could.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    They just giggled. And I had no idea that I was responding the way they wanted me to. 
 
     
 
    I walked across town. Embarrassed, not wanting to anybody seeing me, avoiding main thoroughfares where passeresby might see me. 
 
    And yet, at the same time, there was a spring in my step, a pride in my chest. 
 
    I looked beautiful. 
 
    And, of course, I had a hard dick. 
 
    And the thought crossed my mind: I’m not just hard because I’m horny. Heck, I’ve just been fucked to a frazzle, a whole weekend fucking. I shouldn’t have a hard on. So…could I be hard because of my nails? Because of the make up? Because my lips were red and plump and juicy? 
 
    It was quite a thought. It was a pretty big thought, and I was a little worried about the answer. 
 
    Heck. I had never worn make up before. I had never looked like…well, like a woman might look like. 
 
    I was a man? 
 
    And then I realized: It’s the taboo of it all.  
 
    It was the fact that I was doing something I shouldn’t do…according to society. Except…what was society? What right did they have to run my life? 
 
    And if I felt like wearing make up…shouldn’t I? 
 
    Especially if I was going to get a couple of thousand extra dollars a month? 
 
    In this happy frame of mind I returned home. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror, and I accepted myself. 
 
    I was okay. I was a colorful man with a beautiful face. My nails were pretty. Heck, beautiful. 
 
    And I sat down at the computer and did a little work, and stopped every once in a while to go look in a mirror, to reassure myself. 
 
    But, oddly, I don’t know exactly what I was reassuring myself of. 
 
    There was a part of me, I can say this on reflection, that appreciated me as a woman. 
 
    A man with make up…that looked a little bit like a woman. 
 
    Was this the coming new age? Men being feminized? Emasculated?  
 
    But, wait a minute. I wasn’t emasculated. I had a pretty darn hard pecker. In fact, I was hard as steel and ready to pop. 
 
    And, in that frame of mind, vacillating in my beliefs and confidence, I waited for Jamey to get home.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    I didn’t get much work done that afternoon. I would sit down at the computer, pull up a project, and then go have to look at myself in the mirror. 
 
    My complexion was clean. My eyes were shadowy, the lids greyish, and it was like my eyes were hiding in a tunnel, looking out at the world, deep and dark and mysterious. 
 
    But it was the lips that fascinated me the most. They were red! Like…Christmas red. And they were fat. Well, maybe not fat, but plump. 
 
    I practiced kissing for the mirror, puckering up, watching my tongue lick my lips. 
 
    And my dick was harder than it had ever been. It was so hard it actually hurt, and I had to take off my clothes so it wouldn’t get bent out of shape, if you know what I mean. 
 
    So the afternoon passed, my chest was heaving with horniness, and I heard Jamey drive into the driveway. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I should have called her. I should have…left a note on the door. And I wanted to go hide. I was suddenly embarrassed. All the build up Donna and the others had given me was gone. Vanished. And I was a trembling mess. 
 
    I had make up on! I couldn’t let my wife see me in make up! 
 
    I ran into the bedroom out of instinct, even though there was no other place to run. 
 
    I heard her heels clicking on the walk, then she opened the door. 
 
    I looked at the closet, wanted to slither in amongst her dresses and wait for the make up to fade. 
 
    “Rick? Honey?” She called from the living room. “I talked to Donna. She called me and told me there was a problem and you had to have full make up applied. 
 
    I heard her walk into the kitchen, then she approached the bedroom. 
 
    “Rick? Honey? Let me see!” 
 
    Then she was at the bedroom door. 
 
    I stood next to the bed, naked from the waist down, my boner screwing the air with bobbing motions. My face red and ashamed. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” She came to me touched my face, touched my chin and tilted my face this was and that. 
 
    I actually started to cry. I had thought to make a couple thou extra, and have some laughs, and now…I was a freak! 
 
    “That is amazing,” she whispered. 
 
    “Jamey…I’m…I’m…” 
 
    I stuttered, tears now flowing freely. 
 
    “And your make up isn’t even running.” 
 
    “I…don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    She placed her hands on my cheeks and held my face immobile. She said, “You are the most beautiful creature I have ever seen.” 
 
    “I…I…what?” 
 
    She grabbed my dong, her face was inches from mine, and she stroked me and said, “And this is making me more horny than I have ever been in my life. 
 
    “It…it is?” 
 
    “Oh, God, babe!” She kissed me then. And I mean REALLY kissed. She was voracious, and it was like she was crawling down my throat. I mean, she TOOK my mouth. She RAPED my lips. She FUCKED. my mouth. 
 
    “Ah…ah…” I managed, tears drying up, moans issuing from out of my throat. “I’m close.” 
 
    She let go of my cock. She stepped back. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    I unbuttoned my shirt, our eyes were locked. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you stupid tonight, but first…first we have to play.” 
 
    “Play,” I said, already stupid. I couldn’t believe that she accepted me like this. Heck, liked me like this. Maybe even, dare I say it, loved me like this? 
 
    Then she grabbed my tool and led me out into the living room, where there was room and light and she could thoroughly inspect me. 
 
    She moved around me, her face orbiting me from an inch away it seemed, touching my skin, my lips, my eye shadow. “What a professional job. I’m going to have to talk to these girls. I need to learn their secrets. 
 
    She stepped back. “Walk around. Do a pose. Shake your booty.” 
 
    Finally, I squeaked out a grin. I had been down in hell. If somebody had handed me a gun and told me to play Russian Roulette, I would demanded all six bullets be loaded. 
 
    But now I was a runway babe, adored by thousands. And my mind ran amuck, and I reveled in the heavenly feeling of being loved and appreciated. 
 
    I twirled. 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need more. You need to complete the illusion.” 
 
    “What? but I don’t…what do you mean?” 
 
    “Come with me,” she grabbed my cock again and pulled me back to the bedroom. We hadn’t fully unpacked, and she dug through boxes and pulled out articles of clothing. 
 
    “Here, a tummy shaper for your friend down there. We’ll have to get you a real corset. Amazon here we come. A bra! Yes, we need to see what your shape is with a bra. Perfect. I haven’t worn this dress for a while, slightly too big for me, perfect for you.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, feeling my throbbing erection, and listened as she planned my apparel. 
 
    “Honey, are you sure?” 
 
    She whipped around on me and grabbed my tool. Hard. She had a huge, happy grin on her face, and she said, “Oh, baby. I am so fucking sure. If you could see yourself, through my eyes. Oh, baby.” 
 
    She whirled back to the box. 
 
    A minute later I was pulling myself into a tummy shaper. “Are you sure about this? It feels awful tight.” 
 
    “I’m sure. Besides, do you want to look like a fat piggy? Or a svelte mama?” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a mama,” I protested. 
 
    “Svelte pappa, then. Here, let me help.” She grabbed the lip of the shaper thing and yanked, it scrunched my balls, but slipped up into place. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said, stepping back. “Look in the mirror.” 
 
    I looked, and the difference to my body was stark. Gone were the love handles. My butt flared out. Even my chest flared out. 
 
    “Yes. That’ll do until we can get you a corset. Here, put these on.” 
 
    “A garter belt?” 
 
    “Of course. Your legs are going to look so yummy.” 
 
    She helped me, then she showed me how to unroll nylons up my legs. I had some hair, but I quickly realized that I was going to have to shave my legs.” 
 
    “Hell, just have them give you some of that hairless cream.” 
 
    “You know about that?” 
 
    “I know about everything. Aside form the fact that I’ve been using their products for years, I’m working with advertising. Maybe that’s why I’m so horny. I look at these pictures of men, and I see what make up can do for them, and they look so hunky and powerful, and then I come home to find my own, little Ken doll waiting for me. Now, let’s get this bra on. We’ll fill the cups with something a little later.” 
 
    She fastened the clasps, turned it around on me, lengthened the straps, and pulled it up over my shoulders. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. It felt weird. “I feel like I’m a horse in a harness or something.” 
 
    From the closet, from the depths of a box she shouted back, “Now you know how we women suffer just to get a wolf whistle or two. Do you have that dress on?” 
 
    I quickly pulled on the dress. With my new shape it went on rather easy. She came out of the closet and held up one hand. 
 
    “Voila! Shoes!” She was holding some high heels up. They had a short spike, and they were constructed of brown leather straps, so my slightly bigger feet could still fit in them. 
 
    She held up the other hand. “And the pièce de résistance.” She was holding a wig. 
 
    I touched my own hair. It was long, probably could be made into a bob, but it was nowhere near as long as her wig. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend. Slide your tootsies into these.” She pushed me back on the bed, which was a relief because my dick was trying to come up against the tummy shaper and losing. 
 
    I slipped my feet into the shoes and she buckled them. They were tight, no slippage in these puppies, but it was almost comfortable. 
 
    Then she adjusted the wig on me. 
 
    I stood up, felt an inch taller, tottered and teetered and looked for balance, and she helped me to the mirror. 
 
    “Holy Madre of Heysoos Xristo in a bikini with a sunburn,” I whispered. 
 
    I was a woman. I was in heels and wearing a tan dress with a slit side. I had long, blonde hair that cascaded over my shoulders like a golden waterfall. 
 
    Oh, I could still see me underneath it all, but the mirror, it showed a beautiful woman, fully made up, with expressive, doe-y eyes. 
 
    Jamey stood with me, her arm linked in mine, proud as a puppy with a new chew toy. 
 
    “I don’t believe it.” 
 
    “Oh, believe it. Here, wait!” She dashed across the room, grabbed some nylons and ran back to me. She pulled the neck of my dress out a little and stuffed my brassiere cups. “Now, turn sideways.” 
 
    “Fuck! I was stacked!” Well, not completely, and the shape was a little wrong, but the illusion was there. I was sort of hourglass, and I put one leg out through the slit, and posed. 
 
    Jamey giggled. “Oh, honey. I don’t have a dick, but damned if you haven’t given me a hard on.” 
 
    I laughed at that, then I sobered. “One thing.” 
 
    “What’s that,” she held my arm again, and was turning this way and that in the mirror. 
 
    “I thought this was a male make up line?” 
 
    She stopped moving, blinked, and looked at me. “Huh!” 
 
    We stood there for a long minute, then she pulled me, by the linked arm and not the cock, which was nothing but a slight lump under my dress, into the living room. Then we went to the kitchen and she sat me down at the table. 
 
    “Well,” she said. “This is a most interesting turn of events.” 
 
    I remained mute. My mind was turning, but it was one of those situations where the brain had to do some serious work before the lips moved. Especially if the lips were as red and luscious as mine were. 
 
    Jamey got up, went to the kitchen. She poured herself some wine, and a whiskey for me. She brought the drinks back and placed them on the table. 
 
    I took a sip. I needed to take a sip. And another one. A big one. 
 
    She sipped, and she studied me. 
 
    “You know,” she finally said, “When I’m looking at the ad pics I see men in light make up, and I see men in heavy make up, like you.” 
 
    “But…I’m actually crossdressing. How can you love me?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Aside from the fact that I love you…this you, the made up you, I REALLY love.” 
 
    “But…isn’t this a trans thing? Am I a transgender? Or gay? Or a male lesbian or something?” 
 
    Now she laughed, showed her neat, white teeth. “Well, we know you’re not gay. Not with that package in your pants. Uh, dress.” she grinned. “And you might be a male lesbian, a man who likes to wear dresses but still loves to make love to women. That does describe you. But the trans thing? I don’t think so. You don’t feel like chopping your weenie off, do you?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No!” I was so vehement she laughed again. “But there are dregrees of trans. There’s transvestite, just the clothes, and then there’s the trans thing where you want to be a woman.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about that,” she chewed on her lip, then, “We could always get you a psychiatrist. If you decided you really wanted to transition.” 
 
    “No,” I yelped. I took another sip from my glass, found it empty, and waited while Jamey went to the kitchen and poured me another jolt. 
 
    “So, look,” Jamey said, as she handed me the glass, which I promptly half emptied. “When men start wearing make up there’s going to be some other changes. There’s going to be men that wear dresses, that explore the world of undergarments. My understanding is that most men are already fascinated by such things, so my premise is solid.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I was starting to relax.  
 
    “And you’re a prototype. You’re their lab puppy. You are the research and development project. So you can play with all this, and do what you want.” 
 
    “I can, can’t I?” 
 
    “You know, I can see a book deal in this. You’re some kind of writer, right? And maybe even a movie deal.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “All famous people get book and movie deals. And all you have to do is let them work their magic on you.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” I had stopped gulping and was sipping. I was getting a little light headed, and my dick was still trying to break free of the tummy shaper. 
 
    “So, maybe you’re a little more femme than we expected, but you’re getting paid, and there are possibilities in the future that we should consider.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grinned. The room slanted a little. 
 
    “Hey! You drank too fast. You’re weaving in your chair.” 
 
    “You gonna arrest me for drunken sitting?” 
 
    She laughed, took my empty glass away, but didn’t pour me another one. 
 
    “Aw,” I pouted and looked at the half empty bottle on the far counter. “Party pooper.” 
 
    “Oh, no. That’s where you’re wrong.” She came back, pushed my chair around, and sat on my lap. “The party’s just beginning. 
 
    She began sucking on my face then. Gently and tenderly kissing every square inch of me. 
 
    My poor dick struggled even harder, but it was squashed under underwear and Jamey. 
 
    She kissed my neck, then she actually put a hand on my tits. I couldn’t feel much, just pressure on my pecs, but she acted like she was fondling them, rubbing the nipples. And darned if it didn’t turn me on a little bit more. 
 
    For a long while we sat there, smooching in the fading light. Finally, I broke for air, and I asked her, “One more drink? Just to keep me level?” 
 
    She hopped off my lap and went into the kitchen. “Just a light one,” she said as she brought back a glass. 
 
    I stood up, got some blood rushing through my body. Sitting like a woman, all bound by articles of clothing, did weird things to a body. 
 
    I took a sip, and it was light, but it was delicious and it would keep me from coming down too fast. 
 
    She stopped me, placed a hand on my wrist. Her nails against my flesh, my nails around the glass. She said, “This is great stain. You aren’t even leaving lip impressions on the glass.” 
 
    I looked at the glass. She was right. There was no trace of lipstick. In the reflection in the window I could see my lips were as bright as ever. in fact, being fresh moistened by liquor, they were brighter, sexier. 
 
    “I need to get me some of that stain.” 
 
    I chuckled, turned and led the way into the living room. 
 
    “Whoa, stop there.” 
 
    I stopped and turned to her. She was slightly behind me and looking at me funny. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re sticking your butt out.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Richard is complaining about being in prison. If I pooch my butt out it relieves the pressure. Does it look funny.” 
 
    “Oh, no. It makes you look, well , sexy. Like baby’s got back.” 
 
    “Baby’s got back, eh?” I twirled, walked across the room, posed, twirled again. I was really getting into this. 
 
    “Okay, that did it.” 
 
    “What?” Suddenly concerned that I might have cone something wrong. 
 
    She lifted her skirt, pulled her panties off and grabbed me by the dress. “We’ve been sitting here, talking about you. You, you, you. It’s all about you…and what about me.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah, wha—“ 
 
    She sat down, pulling me down with her. She spread her legs and pushed me back so that I went down on my knees. 
 
    “You have got me super horny, and I want three cums before we let that big boy blow his stack.” 
 
    “Three cums? All at once? Can you?” 
 
    “Baby, if you knew how horny I was you wouldn’t ask. Now get busy.” 
 
    So I dove forward, and made her groan with impact and urgency. I lapped and sucked and kissed and bit, and she thrust her hips forward and pulled my head into her womanhood. 
 
    And, at one point, after two orgasms and on the way to the third, she lifted my juice dripping chin and turned it this way and that and said, in almost reverent tones, “And it doesn’t even smear.” 
 
    Then she pushed me back down and continued having her way with me.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    The next two days were an extravaganza in sex. 
 
    I worked, as much as I could, when I wasn’t admiring myself, or perusing porn, or wondering about this transgender thing. 
 
    Jamey went to work, came for lunch and a quickie, then came for dinner and a longie. 
 
    God, we fucked. 
 
    And she had me in dresses almost all the time. She went through her wardrobe, not caring if I was stretching an article or two, just keeping herself wet and horny. 
 
    “God, you’re my own, little dress up doll,” she said at one point. 
 
    “You know why Barbie never get’s pregnant?” I asked. 
 
    She shook here head. 
 
    “‘Cause Ken always cumes in a box.” 
 
    She laughed, and lifted my dress so she could nibble on me a bit. 
 
    We went outside a couple of times. Once as a man, and I was terribly shy, feeling deep humiliation. But it was easier to go out as a woman. 
 
    She took pictures and we compared them, side by side, and it was true, I was a much better looking woman than I was a man. 
 
    Amazon started dropping off packages. One day delivery, you know. I wouldn’t have done one day shipping, but Jamey was so constantly horny she couldn’t help herself. And it did preserve her wardrobe. The sooner I could get into my own lingerie and outfits the sooner I’d stop stretching hers out. 
 
      
 
    “So you’re going to work as a man.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    It was morning, and I was due to report to the House of Chimera. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Well, they haven’t seen me as a woman. And I haven’t really…I don’t know…” 
 
    “Tell you what. You go as a man, and deliver this to Donna.” She handed me a letter. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Just my observations,” she responded lightly. 
 
    I frowned. “No tricks?” 
 
    “Moi?” she spread her fingers out over her chest in shock. Then she giggled. “No. Just my observations on how you look.” 
 
    “Should I open it?” 
 
    “It’s not addressed to you.” 
 
    On retrospect, I should have opened it. A lot of things might have changed. 
 
    But, then again, they might not. I still had a few things to experience before I came to grips with the more insidious nature of The House of Chimera. 
 
    So I took the envelope, kissed Jamey good bye, and groped her and felt her and rubbed my penis against her, and she giggled, a lot, and went on her merry way. 
 
    Ten o’clock came, and I sauntered into the lobby. 
 
    “Hi, Rick! Wow, that make up is really holding up!” Sandy put the phone down. She had seen me coming and called Donna. 
 
    And, a brief thought here…why didn’t they allow me to just walk on through the building? 
 
    But the thought whisked away as Donna came across the floor. Her heels clicking, her calves strutting, her ass swaying, and those delicious boobs. Oh, My. God! 
 
    “Well, aren’t we looking beautiful today!” she exclaimed, and she linked arms with me and walked me down the long hall. 
 
    “I can see there is no smear or fade, your lips are quite…kissable.” 
 
    “Yes, well,” I laughed self consciously, “Jamey put that to a test,” and I blushed very slightly. 
 
    “I’ll bet,” she laughed, then she turned to me. “And that brings up something we need to talk about.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She suddenly pulled me into a small conference room. It was empty, and she turned me so I was facing her, mere inches apart. 
 
    “One of the tests we do, we HAVE to do, is check the fixture of the product against kissing.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I already said that Jamie and I…” she was so close to me now, and leaning in closer. She was whisper talk away, and her big eyes were swarming me. 
 
    “Well, that’s good, but it’s one thing to do a little testing on your own, and it’s another to undergo certified laboratory testing.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, yeah, but what did you…” 
 
    “I need to see for myself. I need to see that you are willing to be kissed.” 
 
    “By you?” 
 
    Damned hard on popped up like a son of a bitch! 
 
    “Well, yes. Just to see if you’re ready to go into the lab and be thoroughly tested.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I guess it’s—“ 
 
    “Kiss me, Rick. Show me.” 
 
    So I did. Thoughts of my wife, feeling guilty, I moved my head forward and pecked her on the lips. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Oh, Rick, not nearly okay,” her voice was husky with lust. She grabbed my face and pulled me into her and kissed me. Thoroughly. All the way through. A boner raising smackeroonie of religious proportions. 
 
    Thoughts of Jamie clouded my mind, and then, as she intensified, screwed her mouth onto mine, Jamie faded. Call it justification if you will, but Jamie had said that if things happen, it was okay. I just had to tell her. 
 
    So I pushed back, I began giving as good as I was getting, and Donna opened her eyes in surprise, then closed them and lurched back into me. 
 
    And she ground her hips into me. And she grabbed one of my hands and placed it on her breast. 
 
    The world was fading away, we were in a special place, but, finally, she drew back. “Wow! I guess that answers that.” 
 
    She touched my lips, “and no smear. What a great product.” 
 
    “What a great pair of lips,” I spoke in gasps. 
 
    She grinned. “Well,” she said, taking my hand, looking a bit disheveled, and pulling me out of the room. “The doctors are waiting.” 
 
      
 
    We arrived in the lab, and Jackie and Lisa and several other girls clapped briefly, then sat me down in the beauty chair and began working me. 
 
    “Oh, Donna,” she was almost out of the room. She turned back to me. “Jamey gave me a letter for you.” I handed her the envelope and sat back. 
 
    The girls were taking photos and holding color patches up against my skin, and Donna opened the envelope, unfolded the letter and read it. “Hmm,” she said. Then she looked at Jackie and handed her the letter. “His wife is a smart lady. Take care of this, will you?” 
 
    Jackie read the letter, grinned, and said, “Right away.” then she looked at me and smiled. 
 
    I, luxuriating in the arms of half a dozen beautiful women, didn’t bother to object. 
 
    So they worked on me. They took samples off my skin. They inspected my lips under a microscope.  
 
    And they redid my nails, and they even took off my shoes and painted my bottom tootsies. 
 
    “What gives?” I asked, feeling good and not concerned. 
 
    “We have to examine all potentials. Men will do this, and they wear shoes. Some of them will even wear high heels.” They all giggled at that, and I just accepted it. They were just having fun, and I had already worn high heels, so what did it matter?” 
 
    Then Jackie called in a girl and they started examining my ears. 
 
    “Good shape. I don’t think gold will work against his color.” I was half dozing now, my hair standing up in a nice way, my scalp prickly, and, of course, my dick hard as fence post. And feeling about as big. 
 
    “Try that stone.” 
 
    Stone? Huh? I wondered, half dreaming. Then the girl pinched one of my ears, walked around me, and pinched the other. Jackie started putting ear rings into my freshly pierced ears. 
 
    “Hey!” I came out of my sleepy daze. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Rick. We just have to ascertain that your face make up won’t react to ear rings. They’ll be a little dangly, but you won’t mind that, will you?” 
 
    “Well, I guess not.” 
 
    My hands were done then, and I caught sight of them. The nails were a full half inch long, and bright. Later I would realize that they had restained my lips, and that my lip color was fire engine bright, and matched my nails perfectly. Right then, I wasn’t thinking. 
 
    These were all nice people. Women who treated me right, who were cheerful and concerned with me. 
 
    “Okay, who takes the first watch?” 
 
    “Watch?” 
 
    “Donna explained about the need for kiss testing, didn’t she?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “So we’re going to spend the next hour kissing you.” 
 
    I blinked. “A whole hour?” 
 
    She grinned. “Don’t worry, it will go fast. You’ll have fun.” 
 
    “I’m first,” said Lisa with determination. And she climbed up on my lap. On top of my boner.  
 
    She giggled, and wiggled, and moved her lab coat out of the way and lifted her dress. 
 
    “Just to get comfortable. Are you ready?” 
 
    I gulped, and nodded, and she attacked. And I do mean attacked. 
 
    She lowered her face to mine, closed her eyes, and began munching on my lips. She chewed and twisted and smunched down on me. 
 
    She broke. “Just relax. You’ve got longer to go than just me, so let me do the heavy lifting.” 
 
    Then she moved in on me again, and I relaxed. As much as one is able with a beautiful woman wiggling her snatch on them. I let myself just be loose, and she pressed and writhed, wiggled and even bounced a bit. Just trying to get comfortable, I guess. 
 
    It’s one thing to kiss for a while, but any good kiss will result in an acceleration. One wants to grab and grope, to thrust and grind, and all of that started to happen. 
 
    I mean, she was all over me, like two monkey fucking on skates. She pushed down with her slit, rubbing directly on my hard cock. She grabbed my chest, reached into my shirt and started pulling my quite erect nipples. At one point, she even reached down and felt my cock directly with one hand. 
 
    By the end of 15 minutes I was lurching and thrusting, grabbing her tits right back, and trying to figure out how to get my dick out of my pants and into action. 
 
    “Time!” Donna yelled. 
 
    Lisa climbed off me. Her face was red, she was flushed and breathing hard. And another girl climbed on. 
 
    This one was a blonde, a little chunkier, and with bigger breasts. And slightly larger and very accomplished lips. She began twisting her mouth on mine, almost like she was trying to rub my lipstick off. Which, the test you know, she probably was. 
 
    And shortly she was slithering on my lap, moaning as my dick rubbed directly against her womanliness. She was in the mount position and her legs were spread, and that meant her labia were spread, and I swear I could feel her clitoris through her panties. 
 
    She pulled my hands to her chest, and I couldn’t believe how full and soft her mammaries were. 
 
    “Uh…” She groaned, her tongue halfway down my throat. 
 
    And, all too soon… “Time!” 
 
    Another girl climbed onto me, adjusted her dress, and this one had no panties! 
 
    I could feel the difference through my pants, and I could detect a light odor of hot pussy. She was clean, but there is no mistaking the smell of an aroused vagina. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I groaned. By this time I was faint with horniness, and I didn’t really know where I was. I was in that realm of pussy where there is no thought, there is only the sensation of skin rubbing, of flesh being overheated, of dripping pussies and…dripping dicks. 
 
    At the next change of girls I noticed that my pants were wet, and I knew it wasn’t just the last girl’s bare pussy, her juices exuding on me. It was me. My cock was so hard it was drooling pre-cum. A lot of pre-cum. 
 
    “Time!” 
 
    And the fourth and last girl climbed on me. She was willowy, slender, but with fantastic lips. They must have saved the best lips for last. 
 
    Her breath was sweet, and she didn’t waste time. She felt my dick, then she actually unzipped me, and exposed me, all while she was chewing my brains out of my lips. 
 
    “God!” She whispered at one point. “He’s big!” 
 
    And she stroked, and I even felt other hands touching my balls, but, and here is the frustrating thing, they didn’t let me cum. 
 
    Oh, I would have. I was that horny. I was so horny I didn’t even remember my marriage vows. I was in a universe of lust and thrust and pump and drool. I would have cum. 
 
    But the stroking stopped when I got close. And hands squeezed my dick. And though I lurched and pumped, I was denied. And, deep inside, I wondered what Jamey would think. 
 
    She had told me…we had talked…and it was okay, sort of…but…I had doubts in my soul. 
 
    Finally, “Time!” 
 
    The last girl climbed off me. I was a mess. My eyes were dazed, my dick was sprouting up into the air, my clothes were a mess. I just laid back on the chair and tried to figure out what was going on. And, God, was I horny! I don’t think I’ve ever wanted to pop my cork so badly in my life. 
 
    “Okay, girls, lunch time. See you after lunch.” 
 
    The lab workers all filed out. Several of them patted me on the arm or the shoulder and said things like, “well done.” Or, “That was fun.” And one fo them even said, “I can’t wait for the real thing.” 
 
    Then I was alone, except for Donna. She stood to one side, her lips pursed in a sexy smile, watching me. 
 
    “You accounted for yourself well,” she said. “And that’s good. We always like girls with gumption.” 
 
    “Girls with…yeah,” I was too dazed to understand what she was saying. I slowly pushed my best friend back in his lair and buttoned myself up. 
 
    “Well, Rick, you did well. but next week we’ll be trying on clothes. We have to make sure that various types of material won’t interfere with our line of make up. Are you up for that?” 
 
    And she actually reached down and felt my dick through my pants. 
 
    I was dumbstruck, I couldn’t think. All I could do was accept whatever happened. 
 
    “Yup. You’ll rise to the occasion. Then she laughed and walked me out of the building.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    I walked home, and was barely aware of walking home. 
 
    My lips felt like they had been rubbed raw. My heart felt like it was open and sore. 
 
    Jamey. What have I done? 
 
    And I cursed myself for being weak and stupid, even though, to tell the truth, was there a man in the world who wouldn’t have succumbed? 
 
    Fortunately, I hadn’t fucked anybody. 
 
    But, realistically, I knew that if they kept up with this I would fall. My damn pecker would shoot it’s juice into a pussy other than my sweet wife’s. 
 
    I entered the house, went straight to my computer and sat down. And I thought. 
 
    I’d like to say I thought deep and heavy thoughts, but, really, I just thought about what a schmuck I was. So easy. Played. 
 
    But even as I thought, I realized that Mr. Bone was happy. He was singing. He was a tent pole and my pants were the tent. And…what could I do about it? 
 
    The afternoon whiled away. Me sitting in a funk. The clock moving slowly. The sun taking its damned time. 
 
    I heard the car in the driveway. 
 
    I heard the familiar sound of click, click on the walkway. 
 
    I heard the door open…and shut…and… “Rick? Honey? Are you here?” 
 
    “I’m in the computer room.” 
 
    She knew, from the sound of my voice, that I was in the bottom level of hell. 
 
    “Oh my gosh? What’s wrong?” 
 
    I didn’t lie. I didn’t sugar coat. I didn’t warble around and try to make myself look good. Our relationship was too good for that. I just prayed to God that I hadn’t ruined it. 
 
    She stood and listened. She didn’t interrupt me. She listened as I told her about Donna kissing me, and then the test to see if my lipstick smeared. 
 
    “But it wasn’t a test,” I finished. “Ot, if it was, I don’t know what they were testing. I mean they had my penis out and were stroking it. I don’t recall having lipstick on my pecker.” 
 
    I sat there, head down. The sun was lowering once again, and the room behind Jamey was in shadows. I couldn’t see her face, and I didn’t want to. I was so ashamed. 
 
    After some minutes, realizing that I was empty, she said, “Wow.” 
 
    Then she turned and walked away. 
 
    I sat there, alone in my misery. I heard her changing in the bedroom. Then, shortly after that, I heard her in the kitchen. Dishes clattering. Silverware rusting. Maybe she was going to get out a knife and stab me through the heart. 
 
    Of course, I had already stabbed myself through the heart with my actions. 
 
    A half hour later I heard her call me. “Rick? Can you come here?” 
 
    Wearily, I stood up and trudged into the living room. One foot in front of the other. Feeling like a villain trying to carry the world. 
 
    Then I stopped. I smelled…it was…she had cooked steak! The aroma was heavenly, and my mouth opened. What was happening? 
 
    She appeared in the door of the kitchen, a glass filled with my favorite whiskey in it. “Come here, big boy.” 
 
    I came, my mind fitzzing and stuttering, not understanding. 
 
    “First, take this,” she kissed me, gently, but thoroughly. It was my favorite odor in the whole world, the aroma of my wife. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Then take this,” she put the drink in my hand. She pulled me into the kitchen. “And drink it,” she reminded me. I was so in shock I hadn’t even sipped a sip. 
 
    I sipped, and she moved me to the table, sat me down. A thick steak was there, bubbling in juices, the steak grease was a pond in the center of a big plop of mashed potatoes. 
 
    My favorite dinner. I looked up at her in stunned surprise. 
 
    “But…I don’t…” 
 
    “Shut up and eat, and I will educate you.” 
 
    So I shut. I cut and poked steak into my maw, drank whiskey, and was refilled, and drank some more, and listened. 
 
    “Rick,” she began, “I always knew you were a catch. And I fell in love with you. And I love you more and more with each day. 
 
    “Now, you uprooted yourself, moved to Stepforth Valley, all for me. How many people are willing to make that sacrifice? 
 
    “And, I have to say, I love my job. I love working with The House of Chimera. I love the people, and I am excited by the tremendous ideas they have. They are going to change society, really change it, and I get to be there. Bottom floor. Shovel in one hand and stock options in the other. 
 
    “So we move here and you get an offer of a job. It is a weird job, I won’t deny, but, working where I am, I can honestly say that what you are doing is important, maybe more important than what I am doing.  
 
    “You are allowing yourself to be experimented on. You come home with make up, and you go through stuff, and now you’re even wearing dresses and underwear…and you are the most beautiful man I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    “Now, where I work, there aren’t many men. And I know there aren’t many men on your side of the building. It turns out, I have discovered, that Chimera prefers to hire single women. don’t ask me why…oh, hell, you can ask me why, ‘cause I can only guess. 
 
    “Women are interested in cosmetics. Single women are distracted by men, and this impacts on their work. So the company decided to swing that way, and I have to tell you, I think the only reason I have this job is because they were more interested in you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Think about it. They need somebody who can get through their…program, or whatever they call it. They need somebody who is intelligent, can give them good feedback, and maybe…even write about it. 
 
    “There are thousands of woman who can do what I can do…but how many men can do what you’re doing?” 
 
    She stopped then. Refreshed my drink, then poured herself one. She wasn’t usually much of a whiskey drinker, but what she was going to say…I think she needed one. 
 
    “So here we are. I’ve got my dream job, and it probably depends on you.” 
 
    I started to say something, but she held up her hand. 
 
    “This is difficult, let me say it.” 
 
    So I sat, and I drank some more, and she clued me in on the facts of life. 
 
    “Here we are, dream jobs, and you are surrounded by beautiful women, women who have been neglected, who are dying for men. 
 
    “And, let me tell you, the way you are taking to this, the way you are working with them, can you blame them for being horny? I mean, a manly man, wearing make and dresses, there is something about that that just makes a real woman start to drip. 
 
    “Now, I don’t know about this so called ‘test,’ whether it was valid or not, but I will tell you this: if we want to keep living this life, if we want to keep living the dream, then…then you are going to have to go with it.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I whispered. 
 
    “Rick, I am telling you, if somebody wants to fuck you, do it, and don’t feel any guilt. As long as you are honest with me, as long as you come home and tell me, then we will survive this.” 
 
    “But, to make love with somebody who’s not my wife…I don’t—“ 
 
    She shushed me. The old hand across the mouth trick. 
 
    “Rick, I understand what is going on. I’m willing to make sacrifice, the way you did for me. So when one of those big titted cows comes on to you, corners you in the cloak room, or whatever, then it’s perfectly okay for you to zip down and fuck.” 
 
    “But I…but I…” 
 
    “Rick,” she leaned towards me, and she whispered, “I want you to fuck them. Fuck them the way you would fuck me. Do you understand?” 
 
    My mouth was opening and closing. My mind was shot and gone to dead dog heaven. 
 
    My wife wanted me to fuck other women? 
 
    Neither of us said anything for a long minute. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “God, yes,” she replied. “Stick your dick in pussy, swirl it around, have an orgasm or eight, but then you must…MUST…come home and tell me. Do you promise?” 
 
    “I promise. I’ll tell you if something happens.” 
 
    “Hell,” she said. Then she emphasize. “Rick, WHEN it happens, and you know it will, then you will come tell me.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Repeat what I said.” 
 
    “When it happens I will tell you.” 
 
    When. Not if. And I was commanded, literally, to fuck and tell. I swallowed the last of my whiskey. 
 
    Somehow, during our long conversation, the steak had run away from my plate, along with the heaping helping of mashed potatoes. 
 
    “Okay, then. Why don’t you throw those dishes in the sink and wash them, and I’ll collect the boxes from Amazon that have been collecting on our front porch. It’s dress up time. You have been entirely too masculine with me this afternoon.” 
 
    I laughed, brushed my eyes, they seemed to want to cry, and attacked the kitchen. Soon I had everything clean, and I walked into the front room. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby. Look at these!” She held up breast forms. 
 
    I gawped. “Are you serious? Those are HUGE! 
 
    “What you can’t handle a little double D?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Let’s get these fitted, I want to glue them on.” 
 
    “Glue them? But isn’t that sort of permanent?” 
 
    “Permanent schmermanent. I want my bitch looking world class. And is there anything more world class than an awesome set of bosoms?” 
 
    “But I have to go to work! I can’t go in wearing breasts?” 
 
    “Why not? Your co-workers do!” Then she giggled, which told me she was joking I hoped. 
 
    So I put on a bra, one of the ones just ordered and arrived, and figured out exactly where the boobs should sit on my chest. Jamey marked me with the touch of an eyeliner pencil, then slathered the glue on. 
 
    “Isn’t that too much? I don’t want this stuff to last too long.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, she said, as she put first one breast on me, then the other. I was lying on the floor and she put her hands on each tit and did a push up. I could feel the solid connection between latex and flesh. 
 
    After ten minutes—the directions said five, but Jamey wanted to be sure—I stood up, the proud possessor of a world class set of tits. 
 
    They thrust outward, perfectly rounded, sloped to a large nipple. The nipple would show through any bra and blouse. 
 
    “Okay, put the bra on, then I’ve got some other stuff.” 
 
    I put the bra on, admired my figure, and then turned to see…corset. 
 
    “It’s a real one. Bone ribbed, ties and hooks, ribbons for the nylons. Of course your dick will be pointed downward.” She giggled. 
 
    “Hardy har har,” I replied, studying the beast with trepidation. 
 
    It took some work. She loosened all the ties, then she put it around me while I lay on the bed. Then she sat on me and compressed my body so she could attach the hooks. 
 
    I stood up then, out of breath, noticing that my figure was quite a bit more hourglass in the mirror. 
 
    “Okay, now come the good part,” and she started pulling the cord in the back.  
 
    Slowly the rib bones got closer, slowly my organs were crushed. I was breathing in little gasps, already light headed, by the time she was done. 
 
    “That’s good, for now.” 
 
    “For now?” I wheezed.  
 
    “For now. Oh, you’ve got to get a lot thinner.” 
 
    “I…don’t…think…I…can.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Of course,” she studied me solemnly, “You’re going to have to give up steak.” Then she grinned cheerfully. “But that’s okay. I can make you the most delicious salads!” 
 
    “Great,” I observed. “Rabbit food.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s continue…” 
 
    She rolled nylons up my legs and fastened them. She had to, because I couldn’t bend over.  
 
    She pulled a slinky dress over me, shimmery, electric blue, and zipped it up. The zipper was in the back, and there was no way I could bend my arms that far. 
 
    She slipped the highest pair of black heels onto my feet. I felt six inches taller, though she told me thy were only five inches. but I don’t know if she was including the platform. 
 
    “I’m not going to be able to walk in these.” 
 
    “Teenage girls can walk in them, so can you. Now bend your head over.” She slipped a long blonde wig on my head. It was new, longer than the other one, and it glowed in the light. 
 
    Then she helped me stand up. 
 
    Oh, I tottered, searching for balance. My ankles wanted to go one way, then the other, but she held on to me and helped me take my first few steps. 
 
    She walked me into the living room and turned on all the lights. She poured us a couple of drinks, then took pictures as she posed me. 
 
    “Those earrings are stunning,” she complimented me at one point. “And your nails and lips, they are divine.” 
 
    “Did you do that? Tell them to do my nails? I mean, they even did my feet!” 
 
    “Guilty,” she laughed. “Now, turn on your computer, pull up some dancing music, slow dancing.” 
 
    She helped me to my computer room, and I marveled as I tried tapping keys with half inch nails. “This is weird,” I said. 
 
    “But cool. You’ll get used to it, and you’ll never want to type a keyboard again without those wonderful nails. 
 
    “Huh!” I said. Oddly, I had the feeling she might be right. 
 
    Music filled the house. Lush, lovers music, and she took me in her arms. 
 
    Yes, you heard me right. She took me in her arms. I didn’t take her in my arms. 
 
    We struggled for a second, trying to figure out who was supposed to lead, and she won. 
 
    Well, of course. I couldn’t fight while I was wearing high heels. 
 
    We danced. We swished our bodies around, heads on each others shoulders, happy as we had ever been. Then she kissed me. A soft kiss that didn’t seem to end, that went along with our rhythm and motion. And she said, “Rick, could you stay dressed up for me? Until you go to work next Monday?” 
 
    My feet already hurt from the heels. My ribs felt like they were being rolled over by a steamroller, but I couldn’t resist this wonderful woman. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We danced some more, bodies pressed together. 
 
    I had been kissed all morning, I was holding the most beautiful woman in the world. I was hornier than a duck playing a saxophone. I whispered in her ear. “I need to make love to you.” 
 
    “On the first date?” She pulled away from me in mock surprise. “How could you!” She slapped my face ever so gently. 
 
    “Baby,” I growled. “Come to papa!” 
 
    She turned and ran. I chased her. She kicked off her heels and ran out the front door. 
 
    I stopped and stared. I was a woman, I had been out before, but now I was in restrictive garments. I had already found the short dash across the living room difficult, to say the least. 
 
    “Come back inside,” I demanded. 
 
    “Can Wickie com out and pway?” She mocked up little girl talk. 
 
    “Get your buns back in here!” I hissed. 
 
    “Catch me and you can fuck me. If I get away, you get nothing…and I get oral sex.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The game is on. You can’t back out of it now.” 
 
    So I chased her, and tripped and fell on the lawn. Those damn heels! I hadn’t figured out that I should kick them off before trying to run on the lawn.  
 
    Jamey laughed uproariously, circled around me, and slammed the front door. 
 
    Muttering, I brushed my dress off, hopped I hadn’t ruined it, and went to the door. 
 
    It was locked. 
 
    “Jamey?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I knocked. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I rang the bell. 
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    I shook my head, it was funny, but it wasn’t, too. “Come on, babe. Let me in.” 
 
    “Let who in? Is that the big bad wolf?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Is it the police?” 
 
    “No. Come on, babe!” 
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    Play her damned game. 
 
    “It’s Rick. Your husband.” 
 
    She looked through the front blinds. Then: “I don’t see a man.” 
 
    Oh, God!” I pressed my forehead against the door panels.  
 
    “Okay,” I tried. “It’s your wife, Rickini.” 
 
    “THE great Rickini? The woman with a dick?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Show me.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I can’t get out of. my dress.” 
 
    “Hunh! What kind of woman are you?” 
 
    “A horny woman. Come on, honey. It’s getting cold out here.” 
 
    “Is not!” 
 
    And she was right. 
 
    “But somebody might come along and see me.” 
 
    “What? One of those non-existent neighbors?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Ain’t got no neighbors.” 
 
    “Jamey—“ and then I froze. A pair of headlights turned the far corner and illuminated me. 
 
    “There’s a car!” I hissed. 
 
    “No there’s—oh my God!” 
 
    But it was too late. It was not just a car, it was a cop car, and it stopped in front of the house. A bright light illuminated me. 
 
    Jamey opened the door, but it was too late. Car doors were slamming and two shapes were coming up the walk. I couldn't see anything but bulk through the spotlight. I blinked and shaded my eyes and tried to see who it was. 
 
    “Hello, ladies. Everything all right?” 
 
    The officers were two women, but they were big women. I was about five foot eight, but they towered over me. One was about six feet three, the  other was actually about six and a half. 
 
    And, like the other women in Stepforth Valley, they had big breasts. For their size, they were huge. I found myself actually staring for a split second. 
 
    Jamey stepped past me, “Hi, we’re the Bostons, we live here, at least for a while.” 
 
    Now they didn’t have their billy clubs out, or their guns, but they had no nonsense in their voices. 
 
    “Could we see your driver’s licenses?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    But I, stupid as ever, had to say, “We’re not driving our house.” I know, it was dumb, and there was no reason for it. And, to tell the truth, I was just joking. But cops, even if they are large and well endowed, don’t have a sense of humor, at least not when you  first meet them. 
 
    The shorter cop moved to the side, cut me off from Jamey, the big one moved in on me, bullying me with her bulk, making me move to the lawn, where I half tripped in my heels. She reached out to steady me, grabbed my arm, then peered closely at me and blurted, “I think this one is a man!” 
 
    Suddenly, Jamey was backed up against the wall. Nothing violent, just clever footwork on the part of the shorter cop. I, on the other hand, was spun around and face up against the wall. 
 
    “We’re the Bostons! I’m Jamey and he’s Rick.” 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped, “Take it easy!” I was being manhandled, and by a woman. Sure, it was a big one, but still, no man likes to be manhandled. 
 
    “Take it easy, folks. Just relax and we’ll get through this. Sir, I’m going to have to search you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to—“ 
 
    “Yes, we do sir, or ma’am. Janice, take Mrs. Boston into the house and check their IDs. 
 
    Casting a worried glance at me, Jamey entered the house, closely followed by the short cop. 
 
    I was embarrassed, humiliated by being shoved around, and I didn’t like it, but I forced myself to relax and follow instructions. 
 
    “I’m going to release your arm, and I want you to place your hands on the wall.” Slowly, she let me go, and I put my hands on the wall. 
 
    “Keep your hands on the wall and step back as you spread your legs.” 
 
    I moved back as far as I could, awkwardly because of the spikes, but further than I should have been able to, again, the spikes. My feet were now actually relaxed and braced. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to frisk you, do don’t try anything. Just hold still and I’ll finish up.” 
 
    She stepped in between my legs so she could reach my body. Her arms circled me, and I could feel her breath on my neck. She gropped my tits. Felt them, fiddled with the nipple, and said, “Falsies, eh? I bet you wish you had the real thing.” 
 
    My mouth dropped a bit at that,. it was a very unprofessional remark, but I didn’t have time to say anything else. Her hands explored my waist.  
 
    “Are you wearing a corset under that dress?” The way she said it, like Mae West, ‘Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?’ 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Then she got friendly. She lifted my dress, ran her hands up each of my legs, taking her time, more like feeling me up than frisking me. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shut up now, sweetheart,” she spoke gruffly, like she was short of breath. 
 
    Then she reached my crotch. I was wearing an open bottom corset, and a skimpy pair of panties. My dick was pointed down, sort of bending between my legs and pointing backwards. 
 
    “Huh, what we got here?” 
 
    I was spread eagled, sprawled against the wall, I couldn’t move, and she felt my dick. Well, the head of my dick. “Is this a deadly weapon?” There was humor in her voice. 
 
    For some reason, I clicked into what Jamey had told me earlier. Let them fuck me. I wasn’t being fucked, but I was being violated, but I was a man so it didn’t really count, so I just relaxed, except for the shivers that started running through me. 
 
    She moved her hand upwards, slithered it over my cock. 
 
    “You can be arrested if you don’t have the proper paperwork for this.” 
 
    Then she grabbed my balls, just hard enough to make me squeak, and for my knees to buckle. 
 
    She was strong, it was an awkward position and she grabbed me around the waist and held me up. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. We’re just about done here.” 
 
    I managed to brace myself against the wall. 
 
    She moved her hand upwards, up my backside, and I felt one of her fingers touch my asshole. 
 
    “Oh!” I lurched my hips forward. 
 
    “Like that, eh?” 
 
    “Do you have to do that?” I was breathless now, she was reaming my asshole. She was careful, I could feel her nail, and she inserted her finger. 
 
    “AH!” 
 
    Now here’s the odd part. It felt good. Her finger wasn’t that big, she was gentle, the way I was spread out I couldn’t lock up my muscles, which would have caused resistance, and then pain. 
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned. 
 
    She chuckled. Her arm was around my waist, her finger, or was that her thumb? was up my ass. 
 
    “I just need to check your cavities. Make sure you aren’t trying to smuggle anything into The Valley. 
 
    The other officer came out the front door. She stopped in the doorway so Jamey couldn’t see past her. She grinned when she saw me getting…frisked. “IDs check out.” 
 
    The thumb popped out, the big cop backed away. “You can stand up now, sir.” 
 
    Then, surrealistically, we all began chatting, like nothing out of the ordinary had happened, like it was just a chance meeting of old friends. 
 
    ‘Welcome to The Valley,’ ‘this temp housing is nice, but the real homes are on the east side,’ ‘Been a cop a couple of years now. It’s boring, not much crime, but we like it,’ and so on. 
 
    Then the big one said to me, “You know, you’re quite beautiful. If I wasn’t trained to spot little things I never would have been able to tell you were a man.” 
 
    The short cop, studying my face: “Yes. It’s a good look on you. You should remain a woman.” 
 
    And something struck me, and I blurted, “So you’re on the lookout for men?” 
 
    It was odd, the way I put it, and they tensed up for a split second, mostly just in the eyes, and then the big cop said, “Sometimes men will try to sneak into The Valley. Mostly homeless types. though we did catch a pervert last year.” 
 
    And that was about it. We finished our brief chat, the two cops went back to their car and drove off, and Jamey and I entered the house and gave big sighs of relief. 
 
    “Wow. That was interesting,” I remarked. 
 
    “You handled yourself well out there.” 
 
    “You mean by being thrown up against a wall and having her thumb up my butt?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    So I explained what had happened to me while she had been showing our IDs to the cop. 
 
    “Wow. I had no idea.” Then she sort of sloughed it off. “I guess we better not get in trouble with the police.” 
 
    We moved into the kitchen, had another small whiskey each, and sat at the table. 
 
    “You know,” I said, “I’ve got a little problem here.” 
 
    “You do?” she arched her eyes, mocking me. 
 
    “I do. And it’s time to relieve me.” 
 
    “Haven’t you ever heard the old saying? ‘No relief for the wicked?’” 
 
    “I think the saying is ‘No ‘rest’ for the wicked.’ 
 
    “”Whatever. But you’re a jailbird now—“ 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “And I don’t feel like fucking a criminal.” 
 
    “But I need to fuck!” She was playing a game, but she was serious. I wasn’t going to get to cum tonight! 
 
    “Did you catch me?” 
 
    “You locked me out!” 
 
    “Did you catch me?” she repeated. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And what was the game?” 
 
    “No catchee no cumee,” I pouted. 
 
    She grinned, triumphant. “I like a horny man. I like my men so horny their dicks are big and huge and dripping and can properly plow me. When I finally let them, that is.” 
 
    “Plow? Did you say ‘plow’ you?” I mocked incredulous. 
 
    “Plow. Or fertilize. I don’t like to use words like ‘fuck,’ or ‘cunt,’ or cock,’ or ‘jack off,’ which, I might add, you’d better not do.” 
 
    “Geez,” I’ve got the short end of the stick here.” 
 
    “And I’m going to get the long end, after you eat me to four cums, and then get a good night sleep, and then are ‘woman’ enough for me. 
 
    “But I’ll get to cum some day?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. After all, you’ve got a lot of hot bitches lusting after your cute ass at work.” 
 
    Then she quaffed her drink, placed the glass hard on the table, and said, “Now let’s see what your tongue is made of.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    I woke up horny. Jamey slumbered on the bed, orgasmed out and deep in dreams. 
 
    I sat up, then got up, then looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I was wearing a pale greenish peignoir, open in the front. I was wearing my bra, pushing up my fake tits. The corset, Jamey had insisted I sleep in it, to train my body to get used to female clothes, was squeezing my middle, giving me a truly sexy wasp shape. And she said it was just the start? Holy cow! 
 
    My lips were red as red could be. Plump, kissable, moist. The chemicals they had used on me were long lasting and stark. 
 
    My nails looked like claws to me. I raised one hand to my face and was amazed at how the colors coordinated. 
 
    And my eyes were still smokey. 
 
    And I wondered how those cops the night before had figured out I wasn’t a woman. And I realized: they must know who we are. They knew who we were before they even stopped in front of the house. 
 
    Hmm. Little things, like this, was making me wonder. No men? At all? Except for me…who looked like a woman? The high five I had seen Donna give Jackie when they had stained my lips red. The ‘kissing’ test. The cops. 
 
    I felt like I was being manipulated. But it was so subtle, so incremental. Was I being manipulated? 
 
    Jamey stirred, so I stopped looking at myself and tip toed out of the room. 
 
    It was Friday, and I was looking forward to three days of being en femme. Part of me was a little leery. I was a man, damn it! 
 
    But…I was also a woman. And the bigger part of me was horny, heart in my throat, breathless with what was happening to me. My dick, of course, backed this up. 
 
    I rolled the corset up a touch, wiggled around, pulled my panties down, and my cock stuck out. Ah, what relief! And I actually thought about masturbating. Rubbing out a good one. 
 
    I didn’t bother eating, my stomach was too shrunk for me to put anything in it. 
 
    I sat down at my computer and farted around. 
 
    I tried to work, but I was so horny, actually felt the heat rising off my body, that trying to work was ridiculous. 
 
    I pulled up some porn, probably didn’t help, probably made me hornier, if that was possible, but at least it was something I could do. 
 
    I sat for an hour, just surfing through cougars, MILFs, big tits, lots of fucking, anal and vaginal and toes and whatever. But i was just marking time. I was heated up horny with no where to go. 
 
    And I came across chastity. Very interesting, being denied. I could testify as to how horny that made a guy, and I was only denied a couple of days. 
 
    And the…FLR. 
 
    Female Led Relationships. 
 
    And here is where it got good. 
 
    Site after site, men being happier being enslaved. 
 
    Explanations, step by step, how to emasculate, feminize, and control. 
 
    In an odd way, that was what was happening to me. 
 
    Oh, not precisely, and not in dribs and drabbles, but in weird side steps where I just sort of fell into my role, a new role, house husband, trophy…wife. 
 
    The odd thing was that it just made me hornier. 
 
    Is this why I was ‘selected?’ If Jamie was right? Because my personality was so passive that I wouldn’t object, would just go along with it? Let myself be changed into a woman? 
 
    But I was getting sex. Tons of sex. It just wasn’t the sex I was used to. 
 
    Teased but, in essence, denied by the women in the lab. 
 
    Built up by the women, led around by my dick. 
 
    It was almost like Jamey was even in on it. Being so appreciative of my new state. Fucking me silly. And even when she wasn’t fucking me, but denying me, it was…too perfect. 
 
    Yes. There was some sort of FLR philosophy to Stepforth Valley. And I had stepped right into it. 
 
    “Rick? Ricky?” 
 
    Jamey came around the corner, saw me, licked her lips, and sat on my lap. 
 
    “You ready to put it in?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    I was so intent that she laughed. Then she peered over my shoulder. “Chastity…oh…Female Led Relationships. I know about that.” 
 
    “What do you know.” 
 
    “Well, the woman takes charge. She usually does it by getting the man so horny he’ll do anything she asks. Does that sound like us?” She giggled and kissed me. Deep and hard and long. Then she breathed into my ear. “Am I in charge?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “Oh, lover. You are slow to pick up on it. Am I in charge?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I guess—“ 
 
    “Oh, shush. I can tell I’m going to have to convince you.” 
 
    She pushed her hand down between us, felt for my wiggling thrusting cock. “Here it is. Lovely, little…pardon me, big…pussy filler. Now, let’s see how does this work?” 
 
    She moved up, positioned her labia around the head, and slowly sunk down. 
 
    Oh, God, it was heaven. To feel those warm, moist walls swallow me, ripple down the length of my shaft. I grunted, and she hit bottom. 
 
    I tried to move, to thrust, but she just sat there and grinned at me. 
 
    “Who’s in charge, lover boy?” 
 
    “Well, uh…if I could just…” 
 
    She stood up suddenly, leaving my pecker swaying in the breeze, bobbing with lust. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    I looked at her, and my eyes were begging. 
 
    She sat back down, quick and fast, ran that flag right up the flagpole. I gasped with the sheer sensation. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    I hugged her, tried to stop her, tried to control her up and down, tried to take charge, but she braced her hands on my arms and stopped me. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    I was almost crying with frustration now. I had been hornicized by all the women in the lab. I had been denied. I was desperate. 
 
    “Please, please, honey. Fuck me.” 
 
    “Not until you tell me who’s in charge.” 
 
    I gave up. “You. You! Always you!” 
 
    “There you go,” she began to rise and fall, rhythmically, tilting her hips and rippling me up the tunnel, and she reached behind herself and grabbed my balls. 
 
    “Oh!” I cried, and I held on. 
 
    I was not fucking her. She was fucking me. She was in the female superior position. I was in the male submissive position, and she ground down on me, corkscrewed up, controlling the pace, tilting of the hips. 
 
    And she kissed me, played with my mouth with her tongue. Explored my oral cavity. 
 
    And she was in charge…and I felt the core of me ignite. I felt the heat suddenly pop, and the sperm start to rise. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    “Are you cuming, baby?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Cum good then, cum good, and remember who’s in charge.” 
 
    I exploded inside her. Being teased, being edged, being left at the lip of horniness, I was full, and I held her, hugged her, and my hips humped as I emptied myself. Rope after rope inside her. A full load of love juice. 
 
    Then I faded. My dick was hard, but not so hard. My balls were empty, and really empty. And all I could do was hold on to her. 
 
    “Honey,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
    I gulped, didn’t want to try talking, the cum had been so violent I didn’t think I could. I nodded and murmured something into the hollow of her throat. 
 
    “What do I do when I suck you off?” 
 
    My mind froze, something in me came alive. 
 
    “Answer me, or you won’t get to cum for a month.” 
 
    “You swallow.” 
 
    “That’s right, I suck you to a cum, I swallow your cum, all-l-l your cum. So you know what you have to do now, right?” 
 
    We had talked about this. She had tried to get me to do this before. But I had always dug in my heels. But now, wearing lingerie, looking like a woman, something had changed in my thinking. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I whispered so low she could barely hear it. 
 
    “I’m getting off you now. I’m going to just lay back on the rug, and I want you to eat me. Can you do that? 
 
    I nodded. I felt like I was out of my body. I didn’t want to do that, yet there was a weird fascination in me, and I nodded. 
 
    Quick as she could, she got off me and laid down, doubtless trying to get prone before the semen leaked out. She looked up at me. 
 
    I got down on my knees. I was gulping, afraid, afraid of what I don’t know, but I was afraid. 
 
    I put my hands on her thighs, my red nails against her white skin. I moved my heard forward. 
 
    Semen was just starting to come out, and I positioned my head and began to eat. I licked, I slurped, now committed I lusted. 
 
    She moaned, groaned, grabbed my head and pushed my face into her. 
 
    It didn’t taste bad. A little bland, a taste of salt. The difficult thing was the texture. It was like one would imagine swallowing a slug would be. It was slimy, and it came out in drools and globs. but it wasn’t bad. 
 
    In fact, I knew it on the spot, I was going to be a cum sucker of my wife’s pussy forever after this. It was just so kinky and fascinating and…and cool. 
 
    Suddenly, Jamey arched her back. A last few drabs of cum squirted into my mouth, and she came. 
 
    It hadn’t taken long, and I realized something: being in charge had made her horny. And I had heard it before—power is sex, or the reverse, sex is power—but now I experienced it. 
 
    Did I care? After all, I had just given up my power, in a certain way. I had been—I don’t like the word submissive, maybe inferior, if that makes sense—and I should have felt smaller. Like less of a man. Instead, I felt warm and happy. More than just the afterglow of good sex, but a satisfaction, as of a milestone being passed. 
 
    She relaxed her grip on my head and sighed. I backed up, crawled over her leg, and cuddled into her arms. I cuddled, wormed my body under her arms and felt her arm come around me. And it felt so good. 
 
      
 
    We ate breakfast. I cooked, learning how to crack eggs with long nails, learning how to use tongs to protect my nails. 
 
    Jamey sat at the table and sipped orange juice and watched me. Whenever I passed her she grabbed my ass. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For being a special man.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I placed bacon and eggs in front of her, refilled her orange juice. She sipped, watched me, and finally asked, “What?” 
 
    “Are you in charge?” 
 
    “Sometimes. Sometimes it’s you. Do you care?” 
 
    A part of me is going, like…’Whoa!’ Another part of me loves it, wants it. If you had asked me, described this scenario to me a month ago, I would have laughed in your face. Now?” I looked at my nails, I batted my eyes. “Now I love it. Scary, but I love it.” 
 
    “See? I don’t know any man who could be so brave, so giving, so understanding.” 
 
    “The question is…where do we go from here?” 
 
    “That is the question,” and she sobered. For a long while she munched and nibbled. I took a lone piece of bacon out of the pan and did a little nibbling of my own. But it was all I could eat. That corset was really working overtime. 
 
    “I think, we are just going to have to play it by ear, see where it goes.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Now, get dressed, it’s time to take a walk.” 
 
     
 
    We took a long walk in the woods behind our house. The path was hard enough, fortunately, because Jamey made me wear high heels. 
 
    “You have to practice,” she said. “You want to be a woman it takes dedicated practice. 
 
    That made me think all over again. Did I want to be a woman? Well, I was loving dressing like one, but phrased like that, it made me wonder. 
 
    Suddenly a big, floppy Labrador Retriever rounded the path and came bounding towards us. 
 
    “Oh, Rick! Look!” 
 
    He was yellow, his ears flapped like wings, his tail rotated like a propellor, and his tongue waggled back and forth in that ridiculous grin that Labs have. 
 
    He came right up to us and we bent, well, I knelt, the corset, you know, and petted him. 
 
    “Oh, he’s gorgeous.” 
 
    “Well, hi there!” 
 
    We looked up. It was Donna, the leash dangling over her forearm indicated that the Lab belonged to her. 
 
    The big dog ran back and forth, then went to nosing in the ground leaves. 
 
    “How are you?” asked Jamey. 
 
    I was suddenly aware that I was 100 percent femme and kept my mouth shut. There was a hard explosion of embarrassment running through me. 
 
    “I always take Tiger for a walk, and—look at you!” 
 
    “Oh, uh. Hi!” I stuttered. 
 
    “You are incredible! We were going to play with clothes next week, it looks like you got a start!” 
 
    “Yeah, uh, well—“ 
 
    Jamey: “He looked so delicious, I just had to play a little dress up. I had to see how his make up went with various ensembles.” 
 
    “Oh, it goes well, and…are those tits?” 
 
    “Of course. Can’t wear a dress without the proper stuffing.” 
 
    They giggled. 
 
    “Want to feel them?” 
 
    She did, and her hands went over my breasts, and she marveled at the perfect slope of them, and the way the nipples were so prominent. 
 
    “And what about his…” she flicked her eyes downward at my crotch. 
 
    “Oh, that was easy.” She lifted the front of my dress. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped. 
 
    “Oh, shut, honey.” She slapped my hands away. She lifted the dress again and ran her hand over the tiny bump on the corset. I could feel the pressure of her hand, and it made me hornier. But the whole scene, being talked over like a piece of meat, was making me super extra horny. 
 
    “Can I feel?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Now I had two women examining my package, or lack thereof, feeling my dick through the confines of the corset, marveling at how well it hid my big boner. 
 
    “This is amazing. Can you lower his panties and let me see?” 
 
    “Hey!” It sounded like I was gargling. 
 
    “Quite down, honey. It’s all for science, right?” 
 
    “Right,” answered Donna. 
 
    So they pulled my panties down, reached up and pulled my dick down. Then Jamey lifted the lip of my corset, it didn’t move much, but my dick sprang forth. 
 
    “Good Lord! You had that whole monster hiding in there!” 
 
    “It is a sizable hunk of meat, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I’ll say,” then they started chatting. Donna stroking my shaft, as if I wasn’t even there, they just…talked. 
 
    “I really love the lip stain…” 
 
    “It came out lovely…” 
 
    “I can’t believe the way his breasts stand out…” 
 
    “We glued them…” 
 
    “Have you thought about getting him some real tits?” 
 
    “Hey!” They looked at me. I was red in the face, I was about to squirt. “I’m going to squirt.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry,” and Donna let go, and I wanted her to grab it again. I was close. 
 
    “You can squirt him if you want.” 
 
    “I can?” She grabbed my cock and started stroking it again. Then, just when I was about to let loose, my legs were shaking and my hips were lurching, she let go. 
 
    “Hey!” I sounded strangled. 
 
    “No, I better not. The girls are going to need some of his semen next Monday. They want to see if semen will effect our make up.” 
 
    “Oh, it won’t.” 
 
    Both ladies laughed, ignoring me. 
 
    Then Jamey grabbed me, began stroking me again. “Yes, we’ve been playing with that. Rick has had semen on his mouth, so I don’t think it will bother the make up.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “So do you want to see him shoot?” 
 
    “I’d love to, but no. I like the way his face is all red. You should keep it that way.” 
 
    “I do my best.” 
 
    Again, they laughed. 
 
    Meanwhile, Tiger was sniffing around, and he suddenly came up and sniffed at Jamey’s hand and my prick. 
 
    “Oh, look! Tiger wants a little semen!” 
 
    “Hey!” I sounded like I was having a stroke. 
 
    They laughed, pushed my penis back in my panties, and left me shaking and trembling. 
 
    We walked together for a short ways then, me walking behind them as they linked arms and kept chatting, and came to a fork in the road. 
 
    “Well, I have to take Tiger home. Got to get to work, you know. Thanks for all the input, your data will help us improve our program.” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “And make sure Rick shows up like this on Monday. The girls will love it.” 
 
    “Oh, no problem. He’s agreed to be dressed up for the weekend, so why not a little of the week, right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Oh, and one other thing,” my wife said, and my intuition said…here it is…here drops the other shoe. 
 
    “I don’t mind sharing his sperm. It’s a good cause. And he’ll like getting it all over his face, and he certainly won’t mind licking it…” 
 
    Donna picked up on the fact that there was something else. “Yes? 
 
    “He’s said the girls are getting a little frisky with him. Playing with his cock, that sort of thing.” 
 
    A very solemn look came over Donna’s face. No doubt she was getting ready for the jealous wife to lay down the law.  
 
    “I don’t mind. And I know Rick certainly won’t mind. We know that you have to, uh…harvest his semen? Is that a good way to say it? And if it takes a good fuck to get that semen out of him, that’s okay.” 
 
    We could see the rigid set of Donna’s shoulders relax. A broad smile broke out on her face. 
 
    “You’re sure it’s all right? I mean…” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. Fuck him as you wish. If he starts to wilt on me I can always deny him, and that will, eventually, give you more sperm.” She looked at me. “In fact, I think I’ll start denying him from here on out, until you’re done with him.” 
 
    “Oh, Jamey, thank you! I don’t mind telling you that some of the girls get a little nervous, but do you know how much this will help us?” 
 
    Jamey cocked her head slightly and quizzically. 
 
    “There so few men in The Valley, the women are so horny, and Lesbianism is fine, but it only goes so far. To be given access to a real, live prick, well, I just can’t tell you how much this helps.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    I stood to the side, my mouth open. I couldn’t believe what I had just heard. 
 
    “Well, got to go, come on Tiger. Toodles,” and she waved here fingers and took a path different from ours. 
 
    Jamey took my arm and walked me down the other path. She seemed quite satisfied with herself. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad we got that sorted out.” 
 
    “You’re really going to let those women have their way with me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. It would have happened anyway. this way we’re ahead of the curve, in control, and besides, tell me that you aren’t looking forward to a little alien poontang?” 
 
    I couldn’t say I wasn’t but, “Don’t you like my dick?” 
 
    She stopped and turned me to her. she held my arms and pulled me close. “Honey, I love your dick. And I’m going to get a lot of it. I have to keep you primed and ready to pop for the women at work. So you’re going to fuck the holy hell out of me, you’re going to use your dick in my pussy until you’re ready to scream, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But I’m not going to let you cum.” 
 
    I stood there, and my mind reeled. “I’m not going to shoot my juice in you? At all?” 
 
    “Does that bother you?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “But you understand why we have to do it like that?” 
 
    “So I can service the girls at work.” 
 
    “So you have enough sperm for their tests.” 
 
    “But how many tests are they going to run on me? I mean, I thought it was just a test to see if my make up was ruined, not…anything else.” 
 
    “Get real, Rick. You’re going to fuck me, every day, and make me cum, and make me happy. These past few days have really brought my sexual desires to a peak, and that peak doesn’t look like it is going to go down any time in the near future. Maybe not even the far future. But you also have to provide semen, maybe at first for tests, but once you start shooting, once those girls realize that they’ve got a man with a real dick on him, they are going to take you. They are going to take advantage of your dick, they are going to screw you until you’re stupid, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” 
 
    “I can fight back! I can say no!” 
 
    She actually laughed in my face. “You can’t even fight back against me…and I’m not desperate.” 
 
    And that’s where it ended. Me being loaned out, whether I liked it or not. 
 
    Though, I have to admit, the idea of sinking my doodad into some plush pussy wasn’t rally a hard idea. 
 
    But it sure was a different idea, and maybe that’s why I was having such a hard time with it.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    That weekend was a dream. And a nightmare. Sort of. 
 
    Jamey meant it when she said I was going to fuck her a lot and never cum. 
 
    She had me in every room, in the car, over every piece of furniture. She sat on me, cowgirl, cowgirl reverse, doggie, standing bent over from the rear, her inside my legs like she was the man…she had me every which way but loose. 
 
    And every time I got close, which, towards the end of the weekend was faster and faster, she backed off. Made me cool down. Got on my dick and didn’t move while she jilled herself to a frothy squirt. 
 
    And did it all again. 
 
    By the end of the weekend I had dark circles under my eyes, and she laughed as she put a little extra make up to cover up my bags. 
 
    So, it was torment, but, I have to admit, I loved it. I loved being horny. I loved not thinking, just succumbing to the pure state of lust in my mind. 
 
    And it all came to a head Sunday night. We had taken a break to eat, and we were sitting at the table, relaxing, her sipping a little wine, me with my ever present whiskey, and she said: “I think I need to take you.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you’ve been doing?” 
 
    “Sure, but I mean…’I’ put my ‘dick’ in ‘you.’ 
 
    The way she emphasized her words…and I understood. 
 
    “You want to take a strap on and do me.” 
 
    Solemnly, keeping her eyes on mine, she nodded. 
 
    “Well, uh, that’s something to think about.” 
 
    She hesitated, then proceeded to sell me. “Look, Rick. You’re dressing like a woman, but you’re fucking like a man.” 
 
    “Except that you’re in charge most of the time.” 
 
    “So I’m a control freak, but this is something else, something for you.” 
 
    I don’t see how abusing my asshole is ‘something for me.’” 
 
    She gave a half snort. Then: “Rick. Haven’t you ever wondered why women like to fuck so much? I mean, we don’t have balls hanging down, getting banged around just by walking, making us always horny. We don’t have dicks to get stroked and nibbled on, to put in strange places and shoot our juices out of.” 
 
    “You have clitorises. You have breasts. And you can’t tell me that breasts aren’t erogenous zones.” 
 
    “Clits are pretty much hidden. They aren’t stimulated by the simple fact of walking.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “And breasts, sure, they’re erogenous zones, but the real meat, if you’ll pardon the expression, is between my legs. The vagina.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “The pussy.” 
 
    I half grunted. 
 
    “The snatch. The slit. The mons. The…” she went down the list, saying every name man has ever given a woman’s cave.” 
 
    “Okay,” I raised my hand up. 
 
    “So you’ll do it?” 
 
    “So I know all the names.” 
 
    “Rick, you may know all the names, but without mocking up your own pussy, you don’t really know.” 
 
    “You’re really serious about this.” 
 
    “Does a dick want a vagina?” 
 
    I sighed, I looked down at my whiskey. She could feel me considering, and she pushed it. She moved her chair around so she was sitting next to me. She had one arm around my shoulders and the other hand between my legs. 
 
    “Rick. I’ll be gentle. You can have a few drinks. I’ll play with you, get you nice and relaxed, lubricate you until you slide. And it will be good. Just imagine, feeling that cock touch your clitoris, and your brown button will feel like a clitoris, the butthole is a massive mess of sensitive nerve endings. Then it enters, the head pushing past the ring, slipping in, maybe with a little pop. A teensy but of pain, like a pinch, and then you’re pegged, held in position by the dick superior. You stay like that for a while, then I start pushing forward. You’ll feel the veins on the side of my cock rub against your tunnel walls. Deeper…deeper. All the time I’m pulling on your dick, doubling your pleasure. You can feel my big breasts lying on your back, moving up and down, and it feels so good. Pretty soon you’re breathing hard, and, suddenly, you groan and you push back, push your asshole back against my cock, feel me bottom out, my fake nuts pressed up against your ass. I’m holding you tight. I’m stroking you, and you can’t control yourself. you wiggle your butt, slant your hips and pull, feeling me slide out, all those nerve endiings screaming and crying. ‘More!’ they scream. ‘Come back in!’ and your butthole actually closes a little, tries to hold on to that greased cock, but, don’t worry, it’s coming back in. Just when you think I’m going to pop out, and it’s all going to be over, I slide it back in. You’re moaning now, you can’t speak, you can hardly breath. But you can moan, and groan, and maybe you can say one word. Maybe you say, ‘please!’ Or maybe you moan out, ‘fuck me!’ Or maybe you tell me to ‘go harder.’ And we fuck and we fuck, me driving into you, you grinding your bottom, twisting it this way and that, as if you are trying to wring out my cock, and you find that you want me to cum, but I don’t cum. You know what happens?” 
 
    “What?” Rick was trapped, caught, unable to do anything but be caught by Jamey’s fantasy. 
 
    “Either you cum, and I mean really cum, an anal orgasm…or your dick cums. Either way, you finally get off.” 
 
    “Geez,” I was stunned, enraptured, awed, trapped by the fantasy and unable to do anything but imagine what it was like. 
 
    Jamey stood up, let go of my cock and started clearing the table. My jaw dropped at the way she just ignored me, like she had never said anything. I turned in my seat and watch her avidly, my penis was so hard it just as well have been petrified. It rubbed the underside of the table. 
 
    Jamey hummed a tune as she washed the dishes. She dried them and put them away. She turned around and leaned her backside against the sink. She folded her arms, which presented her tits, and said, “How about it, big boy. Are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    Maybe if I hadn’t been so horny. Maybe if she hadn’t teased me all weekend, hadn’t edged me constantly, had cum after cum of her own, then my decision would have been different. 
 
    But she had done all those things, and I found my head nodding. “I’ll try it.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie,” she actually clapped her hands. She took me by the hand and yanked me up. “Come on. Oh, wait, first a couple of drinks. I can play with you while you get in the proper frame of mind.” 
 
    She put me back at the table, poured two glasses and placed them in front of me. 
 
    “No hurry. I don’t want you to drink everything at once. A sloppy drunk won’t appreciate her first time.” 
 
    So I sipped.  
 
    She turned the computer on and pulled up Pandora, then she came back in. She moved our chairs so they were facing each other, and she sat down opposite me, close to me. 
 
    “This is going to be so good.” She stroked my dick. She kissed me lightly, but thoroughly. 
 
    I sipped some more. 
 
    And we just say there and played with my dick while I got a little high. She told me about her first time, how the boy had just jammed it in, not known what he was doing, and how she was sore for a week, and afraid for a year. But she had finally found somebody who knew what he was doing, and he had ben sweet and gentle, and she had become a convert. Fucking forever. Yeehaw! 
 
    I sipped, and felt myself relax, and my mind turned over the possibilities endlessly. 
 
    A man, but with a pussy, and the pussy was about to be penetrated. I was going to lose my cherry. My cherry was going to be popped. 
 
    At one point I asked: “This isn’t going to make me gay, is it?” 
 
    She laughed then, a full laugh. “It could if you wanted to be gay. But do you want to hook up with other men? Do you have any secret desires?” 
 
    “God, no!” I blurted, and she laughed again. 
 
    And she said, “No, Rick, you were carefully chosen. You are perfect.” 
 
    “Chosen?” I was almost drunk, sitting on that high ledge of almost sober, and the way she said ‘chosen’ intrigued me. There was something else there, I just knew it. 
 
    “Sure,” she said, but I could feel the glibness in her. “I chose you.” She kissed me, which distracted me, and then fingered my lips softly, gently, “I can’t believe how beautiful your lips are. I wish I had lips that delicious.” 
 
    “You can have them?” I blurted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I had spoken non sequitur, and now I put the icing on the cake, in my mind. If I had been thinking I wouldn’t have said what I did, in her mind it might sound different. But I was loopy. “Sure, I’ll sell them to you. Rent my lips.” 
 
    For a second she was actually flabbergasted, then she started giggling. “You’re drunk.” 
 
    And I asked: “Am I drunk enough?” 
 
    She smiled, took my hand and led me into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the bed as Jamey unwrapped a package. She was naked, as was I. I was struck by how large and healthy her breasts were. 
 
    “Are your tits larger?” 
 
    She looked down at herself. “I don’t know. Maybe. Women change sizes during their lifetime. 
 
    She extracted a mess of straps from the box. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Strap on?” 
 
    “You ordered one?” 
 
    “Heck,” she grinned at me, “I ordered it the first day, when I was getting you your lingerie and forms and everything.” She took a dildo out of the box, held it up and waggled it at me while giving a most lascivious grin. 
 
    The dildo was flesh colored, and smaller than my dick. 
 
    “It’s big,” I noted. “But not that big.” 
 
    “Believe me, lover, if I used a big one, say one as big as your dick, right off the bat, you wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    I shifted the subject back to the strap on. “So you’ve been planning this all along.” 
 
    “I don’t know if planning is the right word. I just saw it on Amazon while I was searching for female clothes for men, and it seemed right, and something impelled me. Was I wrong?” 
 
    “Probably not,” I admitted. 
 
    She put the dildo in the harness and strapped it on. She went to the mirror and looked at herself. 
 
    Her body was perfect. Her hourglass shape was sexy as all get out, and the fact that there was a penis hanging from her junction, I don’t know, made it sexier? 
 
    It certainly intrigued me. 
 
    She turned around and presented it to me. She stood in front of me, the penis sticking right into my face. 
 
    I looked up at her. She was flushed. This was really getting her off. 
 
    “Feel it,” she commanded. 
 
    Tentatively, I reached out and gripped the thing. It was cool to the touch, I could feel the veins running along the side. 
 
    “And you’re sure I can take this?” 
 
    “I can order a bigger one, if you want to put it off for a day?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m brave now. I might not be tomorrow, or when I sober up.” 
 
    She sat on me then, knelt on me, legs on both sides of mine, and kissed me. The plastic peter—well, it wasn’t plastic, but it was some kind of latex-y stuff—poked into my belly. 
 
    We kissed a long time, until I was dizzy and had to catch my breath. 
 
    She stood up. “Would you like to suck it?” 
 
    I looked at her. She was so fucking hot. I mean she was hot, like beautiful, but she was also hot like…dripping. 
 
    I slowly moved my head forward and opened my mouth. She remained motionless and I slowly encompassed the thing, moved my mouth over it, felt the shaft slide between my lips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she murmured. 
 
    My mouth full of cock, I glanced upwards. Her eyes were closed. As I watched she brought one hand up and started pulling on one of my nipples. 
 
    “Gah!” I said, having gone too far. 
 
    She giggled as I backed off. “Got to watch out for that gag reflex. If you can relax your throat, take your time and just accept it…” 
 
    I tried. I tried to relax, to not gag. I got about three quarters of the way up the shaft. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. Her eyes now open. “That is so fucking sexy!” 
 
    I moved my head back and forth. 
 
    She closed her eyes again. “Oh, baby, suck my big cock. Suck it good. Make me cum.” 
 
    And I had to laugh. It was all so surreal, and real, and I snorted around the shaft. 
 
    Then she laughed. “It is hot, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted. 
 
    “Okay, turn around, get on all fours.” 
 
    I did so, and positioned my butt so it was sticking up, right on a level with her cock. 
 
    She took her time. She grabbed a handful of lubricant and rubbed it into my ass, all the while she stroked my cock. 
 
    It felt good. The cool liquid calmed me, made me enjoy the sensations. Then she just played with my button. 
 
    She stroked, rubbed, circled it. I could feel her nails and I tensed. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I trimmed a couple for you.” 
 
    “Mmmph!” I groaned into a pillow. 
 
    She kept moving one hand up and down, then palpating my testicles. Her other hand kept circling my drain, poking at it now and then, and she kept whispering to me. 
 
    “That’s it. Just relax. You’re going to love this. Heck, when I’m done you can do my asshole.” 
 
    I moaned as the sensations opened me up, made me want more than just a circling, massaging finger. 
 
    I felt the dildo, her cock, pushing against my thigh. 
 
    Then, slick as slick, she inserted a finger. I opened my eyes, but I didn’t jerk or twitch. She was so gentle and smooth. And I realized how anal sex is just sex, and if it was done right it could be as hot and liquid as normal sex. 
 
    What is a pussy but a hole? And what is an asshole but a hole? 
 
    And this realization finally opened me up. 
 
    I groaned louder, and she picked up on it, and she slipped two fingers into me. 
 
    “God,” I murmured, as sweet electricity ran through me. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “More than good,” I agreed. 
 
    She wormed her fingers around, rimmed my hole, and then she began gently hooking them, as if pulling something out of my ass. 
 
    “Oh, God! What are…?” I couldn’t finish asking my question. I had no breath to speak. All I could do was gasp, and I felt my butt act on its own accord, tilt and seek more. 
 
    “I’m looking for your prostate. The P spot. If I can find that you’re going to drizzle, which would be fun, but if I do it right you’re going to cum.” 
 
    “Before you even put your cock in me?” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, no. I’m going to pop your cherry before we go that far. I just want your prostate aware, ready for the rubbing, excited and ready to let loose.” 
 
    She kept pulled and pulling, and I think she found it, the prostate, because suddenly it was like a bolt of lightening shot through me. I arched my back, and it was all pleasure. 
 
    “Got it,” she murmured, and she pulled her fingers out of me. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    She moved up to me, pushed between my legs, and placed her cock head against my butthole. “Okay, baby, here it comes.” 
 
    She began to push, slowly, incrementally. And, just like that, the head popped in. 
 
    I gasped with pleasure. 
 
    She said, “That was too easy.” 
 
    Well, it should be. She had done a masterful job of preparing me. I was slick and relaxed and even wanting. 
 
    “Gimme,” I begged. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. She stroked my dick, held her position, and I hunched a little bit and wanted more. I had never felt anything so delicious in my life. It was like my asshole had suddenly woken up to Christmas. 
 
    Finally, she pushed an inch into me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    So, knowing that I was truly receptive, she pushed another inch, and another, and before I knew it she was balls deep in me. 
 
    “Oh,” I moved my ass up and down. 
 
    She giggled. “I didn’t know you’d like it this much.” 
 
    “Well, I do. Now give it to me.” 
 
    She began moving, in and out, sliding, slipping, my nerves exploding with lust. She moved her hips in a circle, and I could feel the cock moving in a circle deep inside of me. 
 
    “Heysoos fucked a duck!” I blurted. 
 
    And she began slamming me, and suddenly I realized how feminine this was. I still had my corset on, and my bra. And my long, blonde hair hung down in front of my face, and my lips were bright red, and my face was flushed bright pink with desire. 
 
    This was a how a woman felt! 
 
    She fucked me, and she fucked me for a long time. And, finally, she fucked me stupid. 
 
    I was gasping for breath, intent only on the feeling in my asshole, wanting only to fuck cock for the rest of my life, and she stopped. 
 
    “We’d better stop. I don’t want you too sore to walk tomorrow.” 
 
    “I thought I was going to cum?” I complained, desperation making my voice high pitched, like a woman’s. 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to cum baby. That I guarantee. The only question is ‘how.’ 
 
    She had stopped moving, but she was just standing, leaving the cock in me. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Three ways of cuming with anal sex. I can wiggle a finger in you and stroke you, and you’ll cum. Or I can wiggle a finger against your prostate, and you’ll cum, but without feeling it. Or, if we had enough time, I could play with different dildos and find your P-spot.” 
 
    I tried to move, to work it against her peter, but she grabbed my cock and held me still. “None of that.” 
 
    “O-o-oh!” I moaned. then: “So what’s the difference?” It was so odd, holding a normal conversation while my head was blown and a dick was in my ass. 
 
    “Cuming without an orgasm is the ultimate. You won’t think so at first, but come tomorrow you’re going to be going crazy with what I’ve done to you. 
 
    “Cuming with an orgasm is entirely satisfying. 
 
    “Cuming with a handjob is satisfying.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    She thought, stroking my cock and giving an occasional lurch of the hips. 
 
    “Well, I think we should give you a cum without the orgasm. You’ll be super horny afterward, and you’ll have the fastest recovery time. And you know I promised Donna I would send you in full of cum, but…right now…I can’t be blamed. This is so fucking hot.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    She pulled out of me, and I missed her. I missed being filled. I missed the intimacy of my wife penetrating me. 
 
    “This.” She inserted a couple of fingers in me and began rubbing the prostate. 
 
    “Weird,” I said, after a minute. “I feel like I need to pee.” 
 
    “So go ahead.” 
 
    “I can’t, not here, with you.” 
 
    “Oh, so I can stick my fingers up your ass, but you can’t drizzle a little pee.” 
 
    Put like that, I lost the argument. 
 
    So I relaxed and started peeing. But it was a weird peeing. I could feel chunks coming out. 
 
    “What’s that?” A warm lassitude was overtaking me. I felt like just falling forward and closing my eyes and enjoying the warmth. 
 
    She didn’t say anything, just kept pressing on my prostate, and the feeling eventually came to an end. The peeing feeling. The warm, good feeling just intensified. 
 
    Finally, she pulled her fingers out. 
 
    “When am I going to cum?” I was half asleep. 
 
    “You did,” and she laid down next to me and put her cupped palm to my lips, and she fed me. I was so sleepy I didn’t understand, and then I got it, and my eyes opened a bit. 
 
    “Is that my sperm?” 
 
    “You guessed it,” she smiled. 
 
    I lapped the gizm out of her hand, but I didn’t move. I was so tired and happy. 
 
    I was so…and my eyes closed…and I slept.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    The sun shone in the window and into my face and I woke up. My eyes blinked open and I realized I was lying in the same position I had been in after having strap on sex the night before, just sort of collapsed, face first, in the middle of the bed. 
 
    Jamey was on the side, scrunched, allowing me to sleep and even hog the whole bed. 
 
    I pushed back and got off the bed, and I suddenly realized that I was full of energy. I mean, I was a’poppin’! 
 
    I gathered up some clothes and tip toed out of the room. 
 
    I stood in front of the window in the living room and looked out. I felt a healthy, warm glow in my chest. I felt like could run a hundred miles and still have energy left. 
 
    And I stroked my dick. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    “Fine!” I turned, my hand still on my dick, and she laughed. 
 
    “Feeling good, eh? Want to cum?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure. I promised you a good orgasm, and you should have one.” 
 
    “But what about the girls at Chimera? 
 
    “Fuck ‘em. You’re my meat this morning.” 
 
    “All right!” 
 
    I trotted over to her, she backed up, spread herself out on the bed, opened her legs and grinned invitingly. 
 
    I kissed her, groped her, and all that healthy energy I had been feeling became oodles and oodles of healthy horniness. 
 
    “God!” I said, “I really need this.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby.” 
 
    And with that I was in her, and, man, did it feel good. After having been denied for the weekend, and that stupid thing she did, draining my dick she had called it, that didn’t relieve my horniness. in fact, I felt twice as horny! 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she groaned and arched her back as I ravaged her. After a couple of minutes she had an orgasm, and that was about the time I realized something was wrong. 
 
    “What?” she was grinning up at me. 
 
    “I…I can’t cum.” 
 
    “Of course not. I drained you last night.” 
 
    “But I still feel horny! More than horny! And my dick is harder than a rock with a hard on!” 
 
    She tapped the side of my forehead with one gentle nail. “We did the body, but we fooled the head. Your head still thinks it has to cum, but the body…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What?” and I was grunting and jamming and trying to make it happen. 
 
    “Off,” she said. 
 
    I backed off her, stared at her, a distraught, puzzled expression on my face. 
 
    “I think you’ll be hard enough for the ladies today.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She laughed, got up and headed for the shower. I followed her. 
 
    “But I want to cum!” 
 
    “You did. Last night.” 
 
    “But I didn’t feel it!” 
 
    “I told you you wouldn’t. But it felt good, didn’t it?” 
 
    Then she was into the shower, and I was left standing there, my dick erect, my balls feeling like they were full, but there was nothing there. I was emptied. 
 
    I said into the shower, “Did you plan this, too?” 
 
    She opened the door a crack and grinned at me. “Have I told you how beautiful you are in the morning?” Then she pulled me in, kissed me some more, a lot more, and stroked my dick, and got me clean enough to go to work. With a monster erection and an overexcited libido. 
 
    And, you know, once I figured it all out, it felt good. It felt good to be horny. And when I mentioned this to Jamey, right before she went to work, she said, “Some men like to be stuck in the excited phase of sex. They find it more satisfying than sex itself, than blowing their load and rolling over and being unexcited until the next time. 
 
    Boy, that made me think. To stay like this? Wow! But I knew she wouldn’t do that to me. She loved me. 
 
    And, as Jamey walked out the door on the way to the car, I asked, “Is this all part of your plan? Your big plan?” 
 
    She stopped, stroked my cheek with her sexy fingers, and said, “You’re nothing but a victim of opportunity.” 
 
    She laughed while I tried to figure that out. Then she said, “Now, go to work, and be horny. Be very horny.” 
 
    And she was down the driveway, down the street, and I was alone. In my dress, and restrictive undergarments, with my dick fighting the confines of the corset. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the house of Chimera a couple of minutes before ten, and Donna was waiting for me, along with the lab rats, and a dozen other ladies. 
 
    I was dressed as Donna had seen me on Friday, full femme, and they began applauding me. 
 
    I figured I would be able to slink past the front desk and down the hall, not seeing anybody. I wasn’t prepared for this welcome, but it was nice. I blushed, and realized something. I liked these ladies. I liked their acceptance, the way they joked with me, the way they made me feel like I was one of them. In more ways than one. 
 
    Donna came up and linked my arm, held her palm up to stop the applause. “We have to get to work, ladies, but feel free to talk to Ricky anytime you see him. He’s very easy to talk to.” 
 
    But it sounded like she was saying ‘fuck’ instead of talk.  
 
    Then something weird happened. As Donna moved me through the group of ladies I glanced upward. At the far end of the lobby, up on the walkway that led from stairs to the second floor hallway, somebody was staring at me. 
 
    I shaded my eyes, but I couldn’t see the person for the morning light behind her, but she moved back as I squinted, moved back out of sight, like she didn’t want to be seen. 
 
    Huh! A mystery person. But the weird thing was she looked so big. Maybe it was my imagination, but she was a lot taller than a woman should be. But I dismissed it. The distance, the angle, I was imagining things. And Donna led me down the hall. 
 
    Into the lab, the girls surrounded me, oohed and awwed and touched my dress and even my boobs. And a few hands touched the bulge in my dress. 
 
    “Got to do something about that,” Jackie said, looking at my cock. 
 
    “It’s not very big.” I tried. 
 
    “Ladies don’t have cocks, and you might think this is small, but I can tell you…woo!” And she fanned herself with one hand. 
 
    She groped me then, felt my shaft through the corset. 
 
    God, it felt good. Yes, I had been drained, but that had just made  me hornier. 
 
    “Well, let’s take it out.” She looked up at me, “Are you ready to produce a little semen?” She made it sound so clinical. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” But I had my misgivings. After my failure to shoot earlier with Jamey, would I be able to rise to the challenge? 
 
    Well, yes, I would be able to rise, but would I be able to shoot to the challenge. I didn’t think so. 
 
    They helped me take off my clothes and I stood before the lab workers, my erection at full mast. Lisa stroked me a bit and considered it. “It’s big.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and I was so polite a couple of the workers chuckled, then they got down to business. 
 
    “Lay back in the chair, let’s try a little stroking.” 
 
    I laid back and they picked numbers as to who ‘had to’ play with my tool. Well, they said ‘had to,’ but I think it was ‘gets to.’ 
 
    A slightly chubby gal, her name was Frannie, won. Or lost. Depends on who wanted what. 
 
    She began stroking me, and a couple of the girls began rubbing my nipples. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    “Real good.” 
 
    “Just sit back and relax. You can close your eyes, or if you want to handle some tit, if that’ll help you, just let us know.” 
 
    So I laid back, and she stroked, and stroked, and stroked. And, after 15 minutes she was puzzled. She had tried slapping my balls around. She had even lowered her head and slurped on my head, sliding her tongue on the very sensitive underside. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Jackie. 
 
    “He’s not producing.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s your technique?” 
 
    “Puh-lease!” Frannie protested. “I am an accomplished cock sucker. No man can hold out on me.” 
 
    But I was holding out. 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Yes? Ricky?” 
 
    “I think my wife…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, last night, we were drinking, I don’t think she meant to interfere with your experiments, but she, uh, drained me.” 
 
    “Drained?” Jackie was aghast. “As in massaged your prostate until you lost your load?” 
 
    “Yeah. That.” 
 
    She frowned, then she chuckled. “I should have expected that. She’s your wife, I know, Donna told me, that she was okay with semen samples, and…other stuff. But she couldn’t resist making us work for it.” 
 
    “So, maybe Thursday?” 
 
    “Not on your life! We have deadlines. Frannie, go get the milker.” 
 
    Milker? I looked puzzled, and Jackie said, “It’s normally used in animal husbandry to collect bull semen, but we adapted it for human…shall we say ‘consumption?’” 
 
    “Oh.” I was doing a big inner blink. They had milking machines for humans? They thought of everything. 
 
    Frannie wheeled in a cart with a machine on it. The machine had a couple of leads and a tube with a penis shaped suction glass on the end. They plugged the machine in, hooked the leads to my body, and fit the suction end to my penis. I felt really weird, hooked up like Frankenstein’s, uh, dick. 
 
    “Okay. This might be uncomfortable, but it won’t take long.” 
 
    They clicked a switch and the machine hummed and gears began to turn. The tube leading to my cock started expanding and contracting. 
 
    My cock felt the pull, and the collapse of an inner membrane. It did feel uncomfortable, but it was not a big deal. 
 
    Suck, suck , suck. but nothing happened. 
 
    “Okay, Frannie, you do the honors. Turn over, Ricky, butt in the air.” 
 
    “Huh?” But I did so. 
 
    Frannie stood behind me, and I felt the touch of cold metal, and then a slender rod slid inside me. I tensed at this unexpected intrusion, but I had had a lot bigger the night before. 
 
    “Okay, Ricky, this is going to be the part that you like. Hit it.” 
 
    Somebody clicked a switch, or maybe Frannie just pulled a lever, but I felt a sharp jolt in my anus. I lurched forward, my muscles contracting, and semen shot down my shaft and into the milking tube. 
 
    Another shock, another, and I kept spurting and spurting. I might have been milked, but I still had a lot of semen in me. 
 
    Finally, they stopped, and I collapsed forward. Frannie slid the rod out of me. 
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    “Yeah. But…wow!” My muscles felt like greased spaghetti. 
 
    “It is kind of nice. Some people don’t like their muscles contracting like that, but the feel of sperm shooting up your cock is delightful, and don’t you feel loosy goosy empty now?” 
 
    I did. I had felt loosy goosy the night before, after Jamey drained me, but now I was super drained. I didn’t think I’d be able to cum for a week. And then it hit me. Drained twice. No orgasm! 
 
    “Oh, crap!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to be super horny, aren’t I? I mean, I didn’t have an orgasm, last night, either, so I’m going to be really horny.” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. That will work out fine.” 
 
    “It will? Why?” 
 
    “Better to show than tell. Frannie, you’re the lady of the day. Take him to my office.” 
 
    Frannie helped me up, my legs were weak, and led me to a room with a desk. She drew the shades, put me in a beauty chair that was at the side of the room. She unfolded the chair so it was flat out, like a bed. “Lie down. On your back.” 
 
    So I did, and she climbed right up and lowered herself on me. “Oh, God! I’ve missed this,” the look on her face was one of rapture. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. My mind was messed, in spite of the fact that Jamey had told me to just go ahead and fuck. But I pushed everything down and didn’t resist. 
 
    As she rode me she lifted up her shirt and played with herself. Like the others, she had excellent breasts, and she pulled them and even slapped her pussy. 
 
    “God!” squeaked out of me. 
 
    She laughed, her eyes squinched in pleasure, her pussy contracting again and again and again. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to cum. Just let me do the work. With you getting drained, and you might get drained some more, you aren’t going to have an ounce of jizz in you. 
 
    So. I did. I just laid back. And felt like a dildo. 
 
    Hey, it’s not bad being a dildo. And every once in a while I would use my hands to help her along, grope her tits, finger her clitoris, just to remind myself that I was more than a dildo, but, really, that’s all I was, a tool to be used. 
 
    After 15 minutes Frannie came. She locked up, arched her back, cried loud enough to be heard in the other room, which caused a few cheers to be heard, and then collapsed on me. 
 
    “Oh, thank you. Thank you.” She got off me and straightened herself out. “You have no idea how bad I needed that. Seeing you every day, feeling you. Kissing you. I was pretty damned horny.” 
 
    “No problem,” and I started to get up. 
 
    She placed a long nailed hand on my chest and pushed me back. “Just stay there. We’ve got some more people that need their pipes cleaned.” 
 
    She left, and Jackie came in. She wasn’t as fast to hop on as Frannie, but she was fast enough. She stroked me, kissed me, sucked my penis, then clambered aboard. 
 
    Again, a mighty sigh, a look of rapture, and she started rising and falling. 
 
    She wiggled, she squirmed, she corkscrewed and tried to get as much sensation as she could. 
 
    And she liked to kiss. She spent half the time bent over, having me pull her breasts as she chewed on my mouth. 
 
    And, she came. 
 
    And another girl came in. And another, and another. 
 
    That’s when I realized it wasn’t just the lab girls…ladies I had never seen were coming in and taking advantage of the free ride. 
 
    By the time noon rolled around I was thoroughly fucked out. My muscles were sore, my dick was starting to get sore, my balls felt like well used punching bags, and I was done. 
 
    It was Donna that rescued me. I think they would hav kept fucking me. There were so many, and they were so horny, but Donna strode in and said, “Lunch time, girls. Maybe we can use him again come Thursday.” 
 
    She helped me dress, I was moving slowly, and offered me a ride home, which I accepted. Then Jackie came in. 
 
    “Uh, Donna?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’re getting behind.” 
 
    “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Well, we thought we’d get more semen from him, and we haven’t even started the actual face testing…” she turned to me. “Is it possible Ricky can come in tomorrow?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Ricky?” 
 
    I was so tired I was bleary. But I was still horny. So, good trooper that I was. “I guess, so. I need some sleep, and I’ll have to check with Jamey, but I don’t see why not.” 
 
    Oddly, I realized that I was out of it. That I couldn’t think straight. That I wasn’t making a decision, that somehow, in some manner I didn’t understand, I was being pushed down a path. 
 
    “Oh, excellent. That will really help out.” 
 
    Then Donna buttoned the last of my buttons, brushed my hair back and took a long, inspective look at me, then walked me out of the building.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    Donna drove and I sat in the passenger seat. She had a Prius, and we were long and next to each other. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked, glancing at me. 
 
    “Outside of being more horny than is humanly possible? I think so.” 
 
    She smiled a gentle smile. “Are you going to be okay with Jamey?” 
 
    “I think so. I mean, she told me to do this. She said all the girls…it’s all right with her.” 
 
    “But is it all right with you.” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    My answer didn’t satisfy Donna, so she took her phone off the dash and hit a number. “Sandy, has Jamey gone to lunch yet? Uh huh. Can you put me through.” 
 
    I was staring openly at her. WTF was going on now? 
 
    “Hi Jamey. Can you take lunch at work? Uh huh. Yes, I need to talk to Ricky. Yes, we did semen extraction today, and we got a lot, no thanks to you,” giggle, “and then the girls, well, they went overboard. I told you they were starved, and, well you know, but I want to talk to Ricky about this, put his mind to ease. Yes, I’ll do that, too. Business with pleasure. Okay, and thanks. See ya.” 
 
    She hung up. 
 
    “What was that about?” 
 
    “It’s about you. And I’ll tell you when we get to your house.” 
 
    Two minutes later we were pulling into the driveway. I got out, as did she, and we walked into the house. 
 
    Normally, I would feel weird, taking a woman into my own home while Jamey wasn’t there, but this morning had far exceeded such a simple act. 
 
    “So what’s up?” I asked, inviting her to have a seat.” 
 
    “Your dick, but you already knew that.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Well, what’s up is that you deserve some sort of an explanation. A lot of things have been happening, I know you’re making some severe mental adjustments, and I wanted to be the one to discuss what is happening.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “First, can I have a drink?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” I headed into the kitchen and pulled out some bottles. She had followed me, sat at the table and nodded at Vodka. 
 
    I put together a Vodka Collins, and a whiskey for me, then sat down to face her. 
 
    We sipped, and sat, and she regarded me. 
 
    I waited. It wasn’t hard to do when all my eyes had to look at were a beautiful woman. 
 
    She sighed, unbuttoned her blouse, then unhooked her bra and took it off. She placed it on the kitchen table between us, and I was electrified. 
 
    “I really need to do that. sorry. Since my boobs got bigger I have found that the more weight the more the bra digs in. You know what I mean?” 
 
    “Yes. Though I never experienced such a phenomena, but I understand.” My dick had lowered a little, but now it was throbbing again. 
 
    “If you want to take off your corset, release your dick, I’ll understand.” 
 
    I considered the situation. “Hunh!” And I stood up, lifted my dress and lowered my panties. My dick sprung up under the edge of the corset. “God,” I muttered, “That does feel good.” 
 
    “Got to let the puppies out once in a while, eh?” she quipped. 
 
    “I’ll say.” I sat down and took another sip. “Now, you were going to explain something?” 
 
    “Yes. I want to show you something.” She had brought her purse in and placed it on the table next to the door. She turned in her chair, picked up her purse and rummaged through it. She pulled out a photo and handed it to me. 
 
    It was a skinny girl, mousey, no boobs. Even features, but no real sex appeal. 
 
    “Yes?” I raised my eyebrows at her. 
 
    “That was me.” 
 
    I blinked. I looked at the photo, I looked at her, I raised the photo up and compared it to her face. Slowly, I saw it. The curve of the jaw, the shape of the nose, the personality in the eyes. 
 
    “My God!” 
 
    She took the photo back, put it in her purse and put her purse back on the table. Then she took a big drink and faced me. 
 
    “House of Chimera does a lot more than cosmetics. We are engaged in cutting edge research. DNA research. XX and XY research.” 
 
    I tilted my head ever so slightly. 
 
    “I looked like the photo when I came to work for them. Over the course of a year my shape changed. My hips became round, my waist was already skinny, my skin cleared up, I grew these boobs, which is what I meant when I said ‘they got bigger’ earlier.” 
 
    “I thought you were just talking about some natural progression, or plastic surgery, or something.” 
 
    “No. These are the real thing. House of Chimera cleaned up my DNA, and the result was like when you clean the viruses out of your computer. It suddenly started working at full efficiency. My body started working at full efficiency. I took on the real shape of me without all the clutter and distractions of bad food and nutrition, mental glitches that effected the body, anything that got in the way of me…being me.” 
 
    I was blown away. My face must have shown that. And I said the one most expressive word in the English language. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Yes, about that. I’d like a little of that later, but let me finish, first.” 
 
    I took a drink and waited. 
 
    “All the girls at Chimera have used their cosmetics, and the cosmetics is the delivery system. Every time a girl paints her face she is putting DNA altering medicine into her body. Lipstick plumps the lips and smooths them out and reshapes them. Eye shadow relaxes the eyes, corrects vision, fixes any weird medical condition. Astigmatism. Near sightedness. Anything. We even tried it on a blind girl, and the results were spectacular. She works in administration, and I told her to introduce herself to you some time. 
 
    “My God,” I barely breathed. 
 
    She stood up and took off her blouse, threw it after her bra. She shimmied out of her skirt. “Excuse me. Clothes are so confining. Clothes shape the body, and I can’t wait until we reach the stage where clothes are no longer required. 
 
    “Clothes…yeah,” I was having trouble grokking everything. 
 
    “Anyway, now you know why the girls are so hungry for you. It’s in their DNA. They’ve been fixed, their sexual apparatus is cleaned out and ready to go, and being young and healthy…they want a man.” 
 
    “And I‘m the man.” 
 
    “Yes, you are. You’re the only man in Stepforth Valley, and the girls, well, now you understand.” 
 
    “I do.” Then I had a thought. “It that why everybody has such big tits?” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Sorry, I guess that came out rather crudely.” 
 
    “When you’re as hungry as I am, crudity is appreciated. Do you want to slip out of that dress? Does Jamey still have you wear that corset all the time?” 
 
    I stood up and took off the dress. It felt good to let my skin breath. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, licking her lips. “You’ve got a great body. And that dick looks so-o-o good! Where was I?” 
 
    “I’m the only man in Stepforth Valley.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She gulped the rest of her drink and shoved the empty glass to me. “Do the honors? Please?” 
 
    I mixed her another one, a stiff one, no pun intended, and placed it in front of her. She took a sip, then continued with her story.  
 
    “You have no idea how unique you are.” 
 
    “Unique?” 
 
    “We scoured the data bases of the world to find our first man. We checked military records, medical records, criminal records, every damned record there is in the world. We found you and Jamey. Well, we actually found Jamey first, long before you.” 
 
    “I guess you were pretty lucky to find Jamey.” I figured I was just the baggage. 
 
    “Jamey is a blessing, there is no doubt about that. Smart, good looking, hell her boobs were bigger than mine even after I was enhanced.” 
 
    I laughed, “It sounds like we’re judging people on the size of their organs.” 
 
    She laughed. I realized we were getting a little high. 
 
    “Yes, the girls at Chimera have a lot of fun with that concept. Every once in a while we’ll have a cat fight, and one girl will say, ‘My boobs are bigger!’ As if that says something, and therefore there is no more to be said.” 
 
    I gave a half snort. “No different than guys with the size of their cocks.” 
 
    We smiled at each other, sipped our drinks, and the atmosphere was starting to get sexy. I mean, talking about dicks and boobs? 
 
    She said, “So we were lucky to get Jamey, but our real luck was in finding you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Your DNA has been found to be superior. You have succeeded in life, and at your own terms. You’re handsome, strong, very quick with a joke or to control a situation for the better. Heck, look how well you’ve adapted to everything we’ve done to you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I toasted her. “I’m a catch,” and I giggled. “Sorry. “I’m getting drunk.” 
 
    She ignored my faux pas. She said, “Ricky, do you feel any different? Since you got here?” 
 
    Different? No. I mean, I feel a little healthier than normal, and…but my dick won’t stay down, but you understand—“ I stopped talking. My face froze. My mind became as if petrified. My eyes stared at her as if to make holes. “Cosmetics,” I breathed the word out in a slithery whisper. 
 
    She nodded slowly. 
 
    “I’ve been wearing cosmetics for a couple of weeks.” 
 
    She watched me, gauged my reactions. 
 
    “So it’s not about a male cosmetic advertising program, it’s—“
“Yes, it is. But it’s more. If we can get men to wear cosmetics, House of Chimera Cosmetics, then we can deliver our DNA restructuring drugs to them without them being aware. We can cause an upsurge in health and intelligence. The world will change. The world will become a better place. Disease goes away. Armies stop obsessing on death and destruction and transform into agencies of help, securing the world from any kind of emergency.” 
 
    She talked, I listened, but my mind…it was more than blown. It was stuttering and blustering and protesting and shutting down, all at the same time. 
 
    “We need to talk about this. Whatever you say, to take away my choice…” 
 
    “We can talk all you want, but I’m getting…I need something.” 
 
    She was waving a hand, fanning her face. The liquor was stirring her blood. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, my blood was getting pretty riled up. My dick was telling my other head to shut up and pay attention. 
 
    She stood up. “Rick. Before we go on, I have absolutely got to feel that spike of yours drive into my sacred cave.” 
 
    A part of me said ‘whoa!’ There were things to talk about. I had been guinea pigged in a the worst possible way. I just sat there and stared at her. 
 
    She took the step over to me. “Move your fucking chair.” 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    She shoved me, made me swing around. 
 
    She lost her panties and straddled me. She stared into my eyes. A part of me was shrieking. ‘NO! NO!’ But that part of me didn’t do anything when she sank down. 
 
    She engulfed me smoothly, and she was moist. She felt like heaven as she squirmed around and made herself comfortable. 
 
    My dick, of course, loved it. My dick told the protesting part of me to shut the fuck up and get the fuck out. 
 
    She latched her lips on to mine, and she was a good kisser. In fact, all the girls in the lab were beginners compared to her. In fact, she was as good as Jamey, and that is really saying something. 
 
    She came up for air, “Woo!” 
 
    She studied me, her eyes laughing and her mouth twisted in a happy smile. “You’re too serious. Take a drink.” 
 
    I didn’t. She picked up my glass and held it to my lips and tilted it. The liquor touched my lips, and I found myself opening my mouth and swallowing. And swallowing. I finished off my drink. 
 
    I think, with what she had told me, that I needed to get drunk. 
 
    Without leaving my lap she reached for the counter, snagged the whiskey bottle, then the Pepsi bottle. Grinding her hips every once in a while, she poured me another drink, made me drink it. 
 
    It didn’t take much to make me. My dick was rising to the majority, and my ability to think, with my top head, was waning. 
 
    Chimera was going to cure the world. Hmm. Was that that bad? 
 
    She fucked me slow and nice. interspersing kisses with big sips, and slowly I began to relax. 
 
    “Look at pouty Ricky,” she giggled. “Time to cure pouty Ricky.” And she poured some more whiskey down my throat. 
 
    “But I had choice!” I managed, my tones not as harsh as they had been. 
 
    “You still have choice. You can do whatever you ant. Heck, you can even be a man or a woman. But you aren’t allowed to blow up the world anymore.” 
 
    “Blow up the world,” I giggled. 
 
    “I’d like to blow up this world,” and she bounded on me. 
 
    Have I mentioned that I was horny? 
 
    And now I was drunk. 
 
    And we were giggling and laughing and playing like two innocent children. 
 
    “You can blow up my world anytime.” 
 
    She had an orgasm. All drunk and sloppy, she started grunting and holding on to me. Her hips lurched and I could feel her pussy muscles gripping my dick, squeezing it for all it was worth. 
 
    I watched her, a big grin on my face. There is nothing more fun that watching a woman orgasm. Watching the look on her face, the surprise, the locked up and frozen look that resembles pain, but is definitely not pain. 
 
    She went limp on me. Still sitting. Still holding on to me. Her large breasts squashed against my fake ones. 
 
    She mumbled, “I love fucking a woman with a dick.” 
 
    “And I love fucking a woman with a pussy.” 
 
    She chortled, lurching back and forth, each chuckle caused her muscles to grip me tighter. 
 
    “I need to cum.” 
 
    “Nah. You got to save it. We need your sperm. We have experiments. Lots of experiments, and we need good, solid semen.” 
 
    “Don’t I ever get to cum again?” 
 
    She looked at me. Raised her grip so it was around my neck, our long hair was a curtain around us. “Nah. More important to save the world.” 
 
    “So the price of saving the world is no more squirting.” 
 
    “Don’t have time for squirting. And Ricky?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “There’s something else.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    We snickered. This whole thing was ludicrous. Saving the world by not having an orgasm. Women becoming healthy. 
 
    “Jamey knew everything before she ever met you.” 
 
    I chortled, “She knew everything.” And I laughed. 
 
    “She worked for House of Chimera all the time. There were only a few men good enough for us, and she brought you in first. She won the contest.” 
 
    We laughed then. Kissed, and bubbled our kisses off with more laughter. 
 
    She had another orgasm. She just suddenly lurched and ground down, and her face opened up and froze in surprise. She held on, and I held on, and her muscles began working over my dick again. 
 
    “Come on, baby!” I laughed, bouncing her, rag dolling her, causing my dick to slam harder. It hurt my balls a little, but the delight on her face was worth it. 
 
    And we continued talking. And drinking. And fucking. And her cuming, a couple of more times. And I found out more about the Big Plan, and…and towards the end, before I got so drunk I became hopelessly blotto, I suddenly had a thought. I tried to get serious and sound serious when I asked her, “Donna?” 
 
    “Yeah?” she smothered her laughter against my throat. 
 
    “The cosmetics. Am I going to become a woman?” 
 
    She leaned back, my arms held her so she didn’t fall off my dick, and laughed uproariously. 
 
     
 
    “Ricky the dicky, 
 
    the girl wants a quicky, 
 
    does he have the dicky 
 
    to do the sticky sticky?” 
 
     
 
    God, how we laughed. And she had another orgasm. And not long after that I sort of forgot reality, and I passed out. Hate to say it, but the girl out drank me. And I’ve always been pretty good at holding my liquor. 
 
    But then…she did have enhanced DNA, didn’t she?


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes. It was dark, and I was alone in bed, and I remembered my afternoon with Donna. 
 
    I was thirsty, but I had no hangover to speak of. 
 
    Oh, a little fuzziness, a sensation in the back of my head, and I wasn’t thinking clear and fast, but no real pain, and what I did have would be cured by simply getting up and walking about, and drinking a gallon of water. 
 
    And I remembered all that Donna had told me. 
 
    DNA in the cosmetics. House of Chimera, and a plan to find subjects to test. And Jamey had chosen me. 
 
    I thought I had chosen her…to be my wife. Now I knew different, and that knowledge brought with it an element of doubt. 
 
    I sat up, gave a slight groan, sudden motion whirled me a bit, and realized that my dick was like a spike. Fuck! I still hadn’t squirted. I had been denied, and drained, twice, and my dick used like a Walmart dildo. No wonder I was big and horny. 
 
    I stood up, swayed slightly, and got my balance. I could see it was night by looking at the window. I looked at the clock. Eleven o’clock. I had slept right through the evening. 
 
    I turned on a light and looked around, blinked the bleariness out of my eyes, and found a peignoir. I caught sight of myself in the door mirror. 
 
    I looked frazzled, but okay. I took a brush from my wife’s make up table and brushed my hair out. The simple act seemed to calm me and bring me more to myself.  
 
    My make up was good. Long lasting Chimera products really worked. And on more levels than one. 
 
    I stepped into the bathroom and peed, it half hurt, coming through the stiff drill bit like that. Then I walked out into the living room. 
 
    Jamey was sitting at the kitchen table. She was reading a fashion magazine, and when she looked up I saw the worry in her eyes. 
 
    Before I had left the room I had had doubt, but now, seeing her, all doubt left. She was my wife. I loved her, and I just hoped she loved me. 
 
    I walked to her, lifted her arms, and wrapped my arms around her. 
 
    She hugged me back, and I could feel wetness on my shoulder. She was crying. 
 
    We just stood there for the longest time, reveling in the feel of each other. Over coming our worries and doubts. My dick was pressed against her belly, but we didn’t bother with that. Our emotions were more important than horniness right now. 
 
    Finally, I let go. “I need to drink something.” I croaked. 
 
    She giggled. Then, as I went to the kitchen and bent my head to the faucet. “I made you breakfast.” 
 
    I nodded as I pulled water into my mouth. The parched feeling in my throat disappeared and I straightened up and turned to her. 
 
    She lifted the lid on a plate that had been on the table. Bacon and eggs, over hard, a shake of herbs and salt on them. “I’ll pour you some juice.” 
 
    I started towards the table, stopped and hugged her again, just as fiercely, but not as long, then continued to my seat. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, inhaling the meal, drinking fresh apple juice. “I didn’t have lunch or dinner.” 
 
    “I know. You were busy.” 
 
    I jerked my head up and stared at her, and relaxed when I saw the laughing expression on her face. 
 
    “Yeah. That.” 
 
    “So how is Donna?” 
 
    “Oh, man. That woman can fuck.” 
 
    “I had heard that. And the rest of the girls?” 
 
    “Geez, what a day!” 
 
    I finished my meal, pushed the plate aside, and sat and sipped at the rest of the apple juice. 
 
    “So how does it feel being a…what do we call a male slut?” 
 
    “I feel sexually abused, and harassed, and I need to talk to human resources.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” She scoffed. 
 
    I placed a hand on hers. “The hard thing is that when I’m fucking them, even when my dick is so far in it tickles their tonsils, I think of you.” 
 
    “That’s the right thing to say, bozo.” 
 
    “Hey! This wasn’t my idea!” 
 
    “You’re just making the best of a terrible situation, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Ricky?” A concerned look came across her face. “We’re going to talk now, I know you have a lot of questions, but, are you too tired to…can we…” 
 
    I smiled and held out my hand and shoved my chair around. “Want to talk here or in the bedroom.” 
 
    “Right here!” she chirped happily. She came to me then, and separated my peignoir and positioned herself over my dick. 
 
    “You are a hungry little vixen, aren’t you?” I asked as she wiggle her way down my pole. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels good.” She sounded so happy. 
 
    We talked then. We talked about the house of Chimera and their plans for the world. We talked about the women in the company, who they had been and who they were now. We talked sex, a lot about sex. but, most of all, we talked about ourselves. 
 
    “I knew I was supposed to be looking for the perfect male,” Jamey said at one point, “that I had a job to do, but I knew, I was afraid, that I would fall in love. That this whole thing would become more than an assignment, and that I would end up crying my hurt out. Then I met you, and I knew my fears were real. I loved you right away.” 
 
    And, I said: “I loved you the moment I set eyes on you, and then to discover that you were DNA enhanced, and that you probably wouldn’t want me now that your assignment was done.” 
 
    She pinched my nipple, hard, and laughed at me. 
 
    And, like Donna, she orgasmed. And, an hour later, she orgasmed again. By the time we had finished talking it was four in the morning. We were tired and happy, though I daresay she was happier, by several orgasms, and I was happy in my frustration. 
 
    We went to bed, held each other, and the last thing I remember saying to her was, “I thought this idea of being stuck in the excitement phase of sex, the wanting phase, would be terrible, but it really is enjoyable.” 
 
    “Even when you feel me cum?” 
 
    “Heck, your cums make me feel like I’ve succeeded as a man.” 
 
    Then we were asleep. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and the world was right. 
 
    Jamey had risen earlier and gone to work. She knew that I had had a long day, being fucked till my balls nearly popped, gotten drunk, and then stayed up till the wee hours, so she had slipped out and let me sleep. 
 
    I looked at the clock. Fuck! It was 15 till 10! I had to be at work! Even if it was a day of just fucking, I didn’t want to be late! 
 
    I jumped out of bed and all the way into the shower. One leap, or at least that was what it felt like. 
 
    “Out of the shower, through a towel, and into a skirt and blouse. thigh hugging nylons, loved the feeling of those slithery beasts unrolling on my legs. The girls had used their ‘hairless cream’ on my legs, and the sensation was heavenly. I slipped into some high heels, checked myself in the mirror, combed my hair, and was out the door. 
 
    And walked into the House of Chimera with at least ten seconds to spare. 
 
    Donna was waiting for me. 
 
    I waved to Sandy, who waved back so hard her boobs bounced, and was taken up the stairs. 
 
    Upstairs? Administration? This was new. I had been there once, when Jamey and I had first arrived in The Valley. 
 
    We walked down the long corridor, passed several ladies who smiled at me as if they knew me. And they probably did. Everybody in the darned place had probably scoured my records. 
 
    We entered her office and she motioned me to a chair and sat behind her desk. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “First off, thank you for yesterday. It was so heavenly. I can’t believe how much I missed a good dicking.” 
 
    “My pleasure, ma’am,” I mocked doffing a hat. 
 
    She laughed, then shoved a sheaf of papers at me. 
 
    I looked down at them. I read them, and towards the end she explained, “You are using House of Chimera products, you understand the risks, you release us from all liability, and your salary is now $10,000 a month.” 
 
    I finished reading. I understood enough legalese to know that she was pretty accurate. There were a few conditions, but it was as she had stated. 
 
    She pushed a pen to me. 
 
    I watched her. 
 
    She watched me. 
 
    If her clock hadn’t been digital it would have click clicked. 
 
    Finally, she said, “You have considerations?” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Then she started to get nervous. “Is it the money?” 
 
    I shook my head slowly. 
 
    And she broke. “Ricky? What is it.” 
 
    I put on my most serious voice. I said, “I just…the whole thing…all the things you told me yesterday…” 
 
    “Yes?” she was leaning forward now, on an edge. 
 
    “Well, I’m just…really…” 
 
    “What? What is it?” 
 
    “…enjoying the moment.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “And messing with your head.” 
 
    Her mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    I picked up the pen and signed with a flourish. 
 
    “You lousy fuck!” She laughed at me. 
 
    “That’s not what you said yesterday…when I had my penis jammed to the hilt in your oh so very delicious cunt.” 
 
    “You’re a prick.” She said, laughing as she took the contract and put them in a basket on the side of her desk. 
 
    “And a pretty talented one.” 
 
    She stood up then, came around the desk. “Thank you, Rick. And welcome to The House of Chimera.” 
 
    She kissed me then. It started out soft, a peck of congrats, but quickly developed into a soul sucking smacker of gargantuan proportions.  
 
    She finally broke off and said, “The girls are going to want you now, and I know they’ll keep you busy the rest of this week. But maybe you can fit me in some time next week.” 
 
    “I look forward to that,” I said seriously. 
 
    She walked me out of the office, and the weirdest thing, we were turning right, but I glanced left, and down the hall I caught sight of that large shape I had glimpsed before. It was a large shape, bigger than a man, but unmistakably female. But it was at the end of the hallway, and I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t some sort of optical illusion. I mean, perfectly shaped, but head nearly to the ceiling. 
 
    Then Donna had me turned to the right and I was walking back towards the lobby. 
 
      
 
    “Well! It’s about time!” Jackie complained, actually showing relief that I had shown up.” 
 
    “Sorry, it’s my fault. I had to have her sign a few contracts.” 
 
    “You called me her,” I observed, a wry look on my face. 
 
    “Ohmigosh,” she blurted. 
 
    “It’s okay. Now that I know what I know, to be compared to you DNA enhanced babes…it’s a compliment.” 
 
    “Well, thank you for taking it that way.” She smiled. “Now, get to work.” 
 
    The girls almost threw me into the beauty chair. They worked quickly and efficiently and checked my make up. It was holding, skin seemed to be improving, becoming clearer, blemishes disappearing. 
 
    At one point I looked in a mirror and marveled at how soft my skin was. Donna had told me the chemicals in my specific make up were geared to male rejuvenation, but it seemed that male skin was a lot softer than us hairy apes had thought. 
 
    Or maybe I just was taking more of a female point of view. 
 
    After make up was done they drained me. Yep, turned me over on all fours and put the milking machine to me. Apparently that was the fastest and most efficient way of getting the most yield. 
 
    And, it felt good. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it felt good to be drained, to be empty, to feel warm and loosy goosy, and yet still have a rod that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    Then they took me into Jackie’s office and took turns with me. One after another, for almost an hour. Fifteen minutes seemed to be the allotted time, and each girl usually managed to get a good big orgasm, and then a smaller orgasm, before their fifteen minutes was up. 
 
    I later figured out that the girl who was sent for clothing was deliberately moving slow so as to give her friends a chance at me. 
 
    Then, still an hour before lunch, I changed clothes and they took pictures and voluminous notes, and compared colors and shades, and took samples to make sure cotton wouldn’t interfere with their cosmetic formula, or nylon, or whatever. 
 
    It felt pretty cool, because they changed me themselves, helping me out of outfits and into new ones, groping me whenever they could, sneaking a kiss or copping a feel, everybody smiling and laughing. 
 
    I never felt more like a boy toy in my life, and I thoroughly enjoyed it. 
 
    Then, right before lunch, Jackie came to me. “Ricky?” 
 
    “Hi,” I said brightly. 
 
    “We have a problem.” She looked pretty serious. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She bit her lip, then said, “Can you come into my office for a sec?” 
 
    I followed her, appreciated he sway, and thought about fucking her the day before. Every one of these women was a marvel, and I was horny, and I wanted to be in her again, and I wondered if she was just getting me alone so she could fuck me again. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she said, dashing my hopes and going around to the working side of her desk. 
 
    I sat. 
 
    “Ricky, your sperm count is off.” 
 
    “It is?” I blinked. 
 
    “It’s natural. You’ve simply been drained too much. We have to spur production, and no draining, or sex, for one week. I mean sex where you cum. We need time for your natural resources to get to work. We’re guilty of too much, too soon. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “It does, but I haven’t been cumming during sex.” 
 
    “I know, but we really need to relax your system, so I’m just saying…” 
 
    “Okay.” Boy, was I disappointed. 
 
    “You can still have sex, but not too completion. We have talked to Jamey, and she understands this, and she’ll help as she can.” 
 
    Yea, she’d get her fuck in, leave m high and dry, and laugh. 
 
    “Now, last but not least…” she seemed a bit embarrassed, or at least reticent. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “We would like to install an Anal Agitator.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “We call it an Anal Agitator. It fits in your anal canal and it sends out vibrations that will cause your sperm production to increase. It is powered by the electricity from your own body.” I blinked at that. This was far out stuff. 
 
    “An Anal Agitator. Huh! How does it…” she had already said it went up my butt and vibrated, “…what does it look like?” 
 
    She swiveled her chair around, picked up a small box and placed it on her desk. She opened the flap and pulled out what looked like a big tear drop. Big as in two inches long and two inches wide, but it was slender and curved sort of like a shallow scoop. 
 
    “That’s a butt plug!” I blurted. 
 
    “I guess you could call it that, but it’s a very special butt plug. Here.” She handed it to me. She took a fob out of the box, the fob looked like the kind you have for car keys, and she pressed it. 
 
    The butt plug hummed. Not exactly vibrated, but hummed. 
 
    “Go ahead, close your hand on it. Squeeze it.” 
 
    I did so, and I could feel the vibration go up my arm. Felt sort of good, actually. But how good would it feel once it was up my ass? 
 
    “And this goes up my butt?” 
 
    She gave a sort of half shrug at that. 
 
    “What if I have to take it out…like I have to poop or something?” 
 
    “You’ll notice there is a slight curve to it. It will actually adhere to your inner walls, the humming will cause it to shift until it actually adheres to a specific wall. Poop will slide right past.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” I marveled at the thing. 
 
    “Now, a couple of other things. If it does come out, just wash and reinsert. Jamey can probably help you if you need any help. Or you can simply give Chimera a call. We have a complete medical facility, better than most hospitals, and they will all be apprised of your situation.” 
 
    “And this is going to be vibrating in me all the time?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s set on a random timer. If it’s on all the time your body will eventually ignore it. If we even set up a regular schedule of vibration, your body will take note and start to cancel it out. I’m not saying this totally right, but there’s no way to explain it unless we delve into high tech biology  and physics and stuff. Would you like me to get a technician in here to go over it with you?” 
 
    “I understand what you’re saying, I think. I’m good.” 
 
    As good as I could be, knowing I was about to be plugged up in the bunghole. 
 
    “Now, just to let you know, sex is good for you. The idea here is to agitate your sperm production, so you need this Agitator working, and the more you have sex the more your body will work naturally.” 
 
    “Great, as if I’m not fucking enough already.” 
 
    She gave a sort of a chortle, appreciating my predicament. 
 
    “Now, one last thing.” 
 
    “I hope it’s the last thing,” I spoke dubiously, dubious of the idea of having my prostate vibrated. 
 
    “It is. The Anal Agitator will start, and it is programed to vibrate until you start to drip.” 
 
    “You mean like…pre-cum? Out of my dick?” 
 
    “Not just pre-cum, there’s not much sperm count in that, but full sperm. Semen itself. You’ll drip a few drops, and then the Agitator will take note and shut down. And you may have some anal drainage, too.” 
 
    “Anal? How much? How long? What kind?” The idea of my asshole leaking sort of freaked me out. 
 
    Not a lot, not long. The Agitator will just sort of stir things up. If it gets soupy in there it will automatically stop.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “Until the agitator sees that you are ready for some more stimulation.” 
 
    Stimulation. Oh my God! 
 
    “So, are you good to go?” 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be,” I quipped, but not very cheerfully. 
 
    “Okay, panties down and up on the chair on all fours.” 
 
    The beauty chair was still flat out, and I stripped my panties, held my dress up, and crawled up to the all fours position. 
 
    Jackie moved up behind me and began lubricating my hole. “I’m going to use a lot of lube. It’s built to go in easy, but…and I’ll clean you off when it’s in.” 
 
    “Okay.” I felt nervous, like I was breathing a little higher in my chest. This was weird. 
 
    “Okay, let me grease up the Agitator, and, here we go…” 
 
    She placed the tip of the curved teardrop against my hole and started inserting. 
 
    Thank God Jamey had relaxed me for anal sex. I managed to keep my muscles loose, and the thing slid right in. Of course, like Jackie had said, it was designed to slip right in. 
 
    She unspooled some toilet paper and wiped the excess lubricant off. 
 
    “Okay, there’s still some lubricant up there, so let me put a tampon in there to—“ 
 
    “You’re going to put a Tampon in me?” 
 
    “Yes,” she moved to the side so she could see my face. “Is that okay? It’s the best way to not have any leakage.” 
 
    “I should wear Depends, at my age,” I sadly quipped. 
 
    She gave a half giggle. “I know, it sounds weird. But this will work. And if your ass does drain, and it might, these are the best solutions.” 
 
    “I’ve got to learn how to put a Tampon up my hole.” 
 
    “Women insert Tampons all the time” she shrugged. “Besides, if you encounter problems you can have Jamey help you, or give Chimera a call, we have the…” 
 
    “The best medical facility around,” I finished for her. 
 
    She grinned a wry grin. “You’re learning.” 
 
    “Hey!” I suddenly had a thought. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This may seem weird, but, with the Tampon and all, can I have anal sex?” 
 
    “You can, as long as you’re in the doggie position. If you face upwards the dildo, I assume that’s what you’re using, what Jamey uses, might dislodge it. And then you’d have to get it out, wash and re-insert. But if you’re facing downwards, and Jamey is gentle, the dildo should slide right over the Agitator, might even help it adhere better.” 
 
    “Wow. You guys have thought of everything.” 
 
    She nodded. “A little more than everything, if you get what I mean.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Okay, ready to take it for a test drive?” 
 
    I got off the table gingerly. Not being slow and careful because of the Agitator, but because of the idea of the Agitator. I had a vibrating butt plug up my ass, along with a Tampon, and I was unsure of myself. 
 
    I took a few steps. 
 
    “How does it feel?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Just a little awkward, but I think that’s from the  
 
    Tampon.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to hit the button. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Fire when ready, Gridley.” 
 
    She held the fob up and pressed a thumb. 
 
    “Oh,” I said, startled. I could feel the hum deep in my bowels. It was on the prostate, but my testicles actually felt a warmth and slight vibration. 
 
    She watched me. 
 
    I wiggled, took a few steps. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Actually, it feels sort of good.” 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s hope it feels good when you start dripping.” 
 
    “Are we going to do that now?” 
 
    “No. I’ll give the fob to Jamey.” She turned off the Agitator and I was assailed by disappointment. 
 
    “Why not me?” 
 
    “You can’t be in charge of your own medicine. Jamey will be your, I guess we could say ‘handler,’ and she’ll control the fob. 
 
    “Okay.” Hey, it was all new to me, what did I know? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    “Ricky? Baby? I’m home!” 
 
    I was at the computer. I had found a particularly juicy porn channel of…shemales. 
 
    I know. Shemales. Not really women, and I didn’t think I would EVER find myself cruising shemales, but now that I was an official cross dresser I found myself interested. And, it wasn’t just the big weenies on the small frames with the big boobs, although that was part of it. It was how men put on make up. It was how men dressed and carried themselves. I sort of avoided a lot of the sucking stuff, but the rest of it, it was interesting. In fact, I had been so engrossed that I hadn’t heard Jamey’s car in the drive. 
 
    “I’m here.”  
 
    I stood up and took a step, and suddenly pleasure washed over me. Intense pleasure, my dick, already sprouting out under my dress, felt like it was going to squirt, and I heard, as if from very far away, the faint hum of the Anal Agitator. 
 
    My knees buckled, I almost fell, but I managed to stagger into the front room. 
 
    Jamey stood, leaning against the front doorjamb, an evil smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    “What the…” I gasped, my hand holding my crotch, as the vibrations shook my prostate. 
 
    She clicked the fob and the vibrations stopped. 
 
    I stared at her. “Holy—“ 
 
    She clicked the fob and my knees became weak and started to buckle. 
 
    She laughed and clicked it off. 
 
    In a sultry but comical domineering voice she said, “When I call…you crawl!” She clicked it on. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I fell on the couch. 
 
    She clicked it off, her smile was so thoroughly delighted, and she put the fob on the stand next to her purse. 
 
    “Hi, Babe, anything happen while I was gone?” Sheer innocence. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. Not only did it feel incredible, like I was on the edge of a phenomenal orgasm, but it was funny. She had put on a German accent, tried to sound like some kind of concentration camp officer . 
 
    I kissed her, soundly, groped her, and said, “Not much. Just got fitted for my first butt plug. 
 
    She giggled, her face a wink of fun. “That must have been an experience.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s scientifically designed. It was easy.” 
 
    “Hey! I’ve got an idea! Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Not adverse to an idea, I took off my dress. I left my lingerie on, that was sort of a given. I was still under orders to keep the corset on, and she kept trying to tighten it. My waist was definitely getting smaller. 
 
    “Okay, lay down.” 
 
    “Here?” We were still in the living room. 
 
    “Yep.” She was taking her own clothes off. All of them. As always, I marveled at how her breasts stood up. 
 
    I lay on my back, my dick looking like a palm tree swaying in the breeze. “Are your breasts bigger?” 
 
    “They are. I just ordered a new set of bras. Damn Chimera drugs,” she laughed. It was a happy complaint.  
 
    “The mark of a real woman,” I said. The bigger the tit the better the woman.” 
 
    “You sexist piece of—wow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you measured your dick lately?” 
 
    “Measured? Heck, I can’t even see it over these fake boobs.” 
 
    “It’s bigger!” 
 
    “Really?” I raised my head, looked over my falsies, and, sure enough, it looked bigger. I would have to get a ruler to…no I didn’t. It was bigger. Plain and simple. 
 
    “Wow!” I muttered. 
 
    Then Jamey was on me. Squatting, then slithering down my pole. We didn’t say anything for a moment, just enjoyed her hot, velvet box. 
 
    “And now we have a real ‘wow,’” I smiled at her. 
 
    She smiled back at me, an evil smile, and she held up the fob. 
 
    “No,” I said, my eyes widening. 
 
    “Yes,” and she pressed her thumb on the little, black case. 
 
    Her weight was on me, she was pressing all the way down, and that pressed my butt on the floor, and the vibrations started up, and they roared through me, not dissipating anywhere, but held and enhanced by the solid floor. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oohhhhhh!” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I began thrusting. Hard. Arching on the floor, pushing my dick up into her. 
 
    “Fu—!” she blurted, her eyes widening. 
 
    And then it was on. 
 
    What I didn’t know was that there were several settings on the fob. I hadn’t realized how much more violent the Agitator had vibrated when Jamey had turned it on. After all, when she did it, and when Jackie had shown it to me, the vibrations just sort of spread out and were absorbed by the body. But sitting on the hard floor the vibrations were noticeably more violent, and they went directly into the prostate. 
 
    I bucked and I writhed, I twisted and moaned. I held on to her hips and gave her the ride of her life. And all the while my mind was a blank, the only thing in my whole universe was theAgitator shaking the core of me, causing me more lust than I had ever experienced in my life. 
 
    As the minutes rolled past, Jamey got her balance, began to take control. While I mindlessly rutted she rode, and ground, and felt every inch of me. And it was a bigger set of inches thrusting up into her. 
 
    Suddenly, the Agitator shut off. 
 
    “What?” Jamey’s eyes were wide, “Did I break it?” 
 
    I could hardly talk. My chest was heaving and I couldn’t stop squirming, trying to get more of that delicious Agitator. “No,” I finally managed. “I must have dripped!” 
 
    She grinned then, and then she laughed. She stood up, started to help me up, but I refused. I didn’t have the strength to move. I may have dripped, but my whole body felt like it had been drained of energy to make that drip. 
 
    Jamey was delighted, however. “I didn’t cum,” she chortled. “And I’m so horny. We’re going to have to do this a gain.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I tried to slow my lurching hips down.  
 
    She grinned at me, “Oh, you poor boy. You got taken to the ultimate. edge…then left out to dry.” 
 
    I struggled to one elbow, looked at her and said, “What’s for dinner?” 
 
    She went into hysterics at that. And I recovered enough to join her. We laughed and laughed, belly rolled, me on the floor, and her holding herself up with one hand on a wall. 
 
    Finally, we settled down. 
 
    She looked at the fob and said, “This puppy is worth its weight in gold.” 
 
    She helped me up then, and we had dinner, and talked, and life was pretty good. 
 
    After dinner she measured my dick, and it was a whole inch bigger. 
 
    “I wonder if that’s just the beginning?” she mused. “I mean, is it going to keep getting bigger?” 
 
    “Probably,” I remarked, fascinate by the idea. “It might get bigger and bigger, They’ll have to make a movie. ‘The Attack of the Fifty Foot Penis,’” 
 
    “Or ‘The Penis that Ate New York,’” she returned. 
 
    We laughed. 
 
    “Let’s take off your corset, see how you look.” 
 
    So, for the first time in weeks, she undid the ties, unhooked the clasps, and I finally gave a sigh of relief. 
 
    “God, that feels good. That—“ I stopped. I had stood up and was looking in the mirror. 
 
    My ribs had shrunk, or my midsection had, or whatever, and I had a perfect hourglass shape. 
 
    Sure, the top was enhanced by my big boobs, but my midsection had gone skinny, which had caused my hips to flare out. “Wow!” 
 
    Jamey stood next to me, and her eyes opened. “Double wow.” 
 
    For a long second we examined my…what do we call it? Voluptuousness? Classic female body shape? 
 
    “Did we go too far?” she asked. I think she would have sounded worried, except she was so enthralled. 
 
    But, oddly, I wasn’t worried, or put off. No, I didn’t have my muscles, but…I liked the look. I liked the slender body, the big boobs. 
 
    “You like it?” 
 
    “I actually do.” 
 
    My dick showed it. Bobbing and throbbing, and there was even a little bit of drool, some pre-cum, dripping from the slit. 
 
    “Do you want to put the corset back on?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I hate to admit it, but I’ve grown used to it. I feel a little naked without it.” 
 
    “Well, take a day off. We’ll see how you feel tomorrow.” 
 
    So we did. And it was weird, walking around, able to bend over and tie my own shoes, if I had any to tie. Mostly I had high heels and Mary Janes. And I had gotten pretty used to walking in them. I actually liked hearing my heels click. I liked the way my calves felt, all arched and stretched and feeling good. 
 
    We had a drink that night. We didn’t drink every night, and we had had a few parties, so this was just a little sip. 
 
    We sat out on the back patio, cooked up some ribs, drank some wine, and chatted. Since there were no neighbors around, we were both nude. 
 
    “Do you like your look?” asked Jamey. 
 
    “I do. I know, it’s weird, I look like a woman, but I’m not a bad looking woman.” 
 
    “You’re a knock out fox is what you are,” she interjected. 
 
    I smiled a thanks and continued, “I don’t know if I want to look like a woman forever. It takes a lot of work, sometimes, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    She was studying my frame intensely. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I was just imagining you with real boobs.” 
 
    I laughed. “I don’t think that’s going to happen. I think there will probably come a point where I start trying to reverse the process. Maybe when I’ve got enough women in my harem and—“ 
 
    She slapped my arm. 
 
    “One isn’t enough? I knew I never should have turned you loose in The House.” 
 
    “Too late. I’m officially a sex manic.” 
 
    “As if you weren’t one before.” 
 
    “As if,” I agreed. 
 
    And we spent the night laughing and looking, being beautiful and happy and in love. What I didn’t know was that it was all about to come crashing down. 
 
    And it was funny how, when the world did come apart, it all related back to this simple, little conversation we were enjoying. 
 
      
 
    Ten o’clock. It was a couple of weeks after Jamie and I had had our little barbecue, and life had been quite a lot of fun. 
 
    I had fucked, or, pardon me, been fucked by, every woman in the plant. Several times. 
 
    There were hundreds of those big titted, delightful creatures, and they all knew my name, and they greeted me like old friends, like lovers, and I felt like a rock star. Celebrated and feted and generally on top of the world. 
 
    Sometimes they would show up at the house, on my days off, and take advantage of my kind heart and hard cock. And bigger cock. 
 
    Not that I had a lot of days off. I was working a lot now, apparently the release date for the male cosmetic line of House of Cosmetics was approaching. 
 
    And I did have Jamey attending to me on the weekends.  
 
    The weekends were my only vaguely normal time. The girls left me alone on the weekend, and respected my relationship, my marriage, with Jamey. 
 
    Not that Jamey didn’t fuck me worse than, or better than, three women all by herself. 
 
    But during the week I was a target. I was taken into Donna’s office in the lab frequently. I was walked down the hall and suddenly shoved into a board room and thrown on a table. I was even, on occasion, pulled into a broom closet and savagely, and delightfully, raped. 
 
    And administration didn’t care. Heck, they were usually first in line for the Ricky Express. 
 
    So I spent the next few weeks fucking, getting fucked, feeling my asshole throb from the Agitator, apparently there was more than one fob, and they started showing up at odd times and places, and being used as the ultimate boy toy. 
 
    My semen production increased, I heard them talking one day, but they didn’t take the Anal Agitator out. I think they could have, but they liked the increased sperm count Also, the fob gave them pleasure, and they enjoyed the pleasure it gave me. So my butt hummed, and I grew to love, get this, not cuming. 
 
    I looked forward to getting milked, I liked the warm feeling of having my semen extracted, so I didn’t complain. Just kept getting hornier and hornier and falling more and more in love with those incredible woman. 
 
    Hey! What would you do? Would you like to roll over and go to sleep after one little squirt? Or would you like to stay hot and horny, and have your dick thrust into honeypot after honeypot, loved by all women, a celebrity rockstar of iconic proportions? 
 
    So I stayed that way, and it was hard, no pun intended, and life went on, and after two months I came into the lab and found Jackie waiting for me. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    “Time for your hairless cream.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    “Now, just to let you know, this is the third application. You had one when you first got here, you had one a month ago, and this is the last one. After this you won’t be able to grow any hair. Anywhere on your body except your head and eyebrows.” 
 
    “Hey, I enjoy not shaving. And it feels cleaner. And my legs love the nylons better, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Okay, you are about to become the ultimate hairless ape,” she quipped. 
 
    I took my clothes off, sat down in the chair and relaxed. 
 
    Jackie took out a bottle of cream, and she opened it, then she and the girls all put on blue gloves. 
 
    “Your hair is really beautiful,” Lisa remarked, running her hands through it. My hair had grown long enough that Jamey could give me a bob, and now I didn’t need any wigs. And it was fun to get my hair done. Heck, the whole thing was fun, getting pampered to within an inch of my life. 
 
    “Next week I’ll do your nails again,” said Franny. 
 
    “That would be great,” I looked at my nails. Long and red. Shiny and hard. Wonderful for teasing a nipple or a clit. 
 
    “Okay, beautiful,” Jackie held up her gloved hands, the cream in one of them. “You girls ready?” 
 
    They were, and the application began. 
 
    Jackie smoothed a glob on each body part: legs, arms, torso. The girls started rubbing it into my pores. 
 
    “Your skin is so fine, smells good, too. Without this goop on it,” giggles. 
 
    I closed my eyes, relaxed and enjoyed the sensations. I was warm and fuzzy, feeling good, and then the world lurched. 
 
    “Hold still,” a voice soothed me. 
 
    Another lurch, and my eyes jerked open. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    A series of jerks, lurches, as violent as sex. 
 
    “Ricky? What’s going on? Why are you shaking.” 
 
    Then it let loose, the world danced spasmotically and I shivered and began to convulse. 
 
    “Hold him down!” 
 
    I was panicked, looking around, trying to hold the world still. 
 
    “Get medical. Call Witch!” 
 
    “Wha wha wha wha!” And I was crying, and my eyes were trying to roll up. 
 
    And it hurt! A lot! 
 
    “Tie him down. I don’t want him moving. 
 
    My muscles were flailing, and I felt the girls use their whole body weights to hold me down. Somebody started tying something around my leg, then I think they were fastening it to the bottom of the chair. 
 
    “Wha wha wha wha!” I kept crying, sometimes wailing, sometimes warbling down, but everything out of control, everything crazy. 
 
    “What’s happening?” A new voice. I tried to tilt my head, my teeth were chattering, loudly, I tried to see who was here, but couldn’t, then one of the doctors came around the table and inspected me. 
 
    My eyes rolled back, relaxed, rolled back again. I arched my back, strong enough to break bones if I hadn’t had women pressing me down. 
 
    “We were putting on the third application of hairless cream and he just…started…” 
 
    “Okay, hold him, I don’t want to break a needle.” 
 
    The doc was at my side, doing something to my biceps. Everything was crazy, whirling, and I was shivering and shaking and my body was banging around and I didn’t even feel the needle go in. The world just started to go hazy, and then I was slowing down, the lurches were coming further and further apart, my eyes relaxed and I could see, but only for a moment, and then everything just sort of faded out and I felt loosy goosy and then I didn’t feel anything.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    I have heard that there are three types of dreams. 
 
    One dream, the low level kind, is when you just sort of bang around, your school teacher turns into a washing machine, that sort of thing. 
 
    The second kind of dream is when you have a modicum of awareness. You might fly, or have lucid conversations. 
 
    Third kind of dream is, well, sort of like you are being dreamed. Things are happening, and you are very aware, and you feel connections to higher powers. If that all makes sense. 
 
    I was having all three kinds of dreams. 
 
    I was dreaming of cars running off of cliffs. Women gathered around me and laughed at me. They pointed at my penis and covered their mouths and giggled. Everything felt jumbled up and smushed together. Nothing made sense, and it was like the world was a black board and I was a big fingernail being scraped along it. 
 
    And, every once in a while, I was somewhere else. Flying through a series of dark clouds and lightening flashed far away. I was aware, but I was very frustrated. It seemed flying was floating, but if the wind picked up I would be swept back, or far off to the sides, and I couldn’t seem to get where I was going. Not that I really even knew where I was going. 
 
    Then, towards the end, the jumbling stopped, and I found myself in my house. The Company’s house. The little place where Jamey and I had made so much love. 
 
    And I felt myself crying, though no tears came out from my dream eyes. 
 
    “Jamey!” I cried. “Jamey!” 
 
    But the house was vacant. Jamey had left and I was alone, and I have never felt such emptiness in my life. 
 
    I could cry for a million years and still have tears left. 
 
    Then, sitting on the couch, head down, feeling so destroyed, I looked up. There was a shadow passing the front window, a dark shape on the blinds. And it was a big shape. 
 
    I leaped up and ran for the front door, I ripped it open, but there was nothing. 
 
    The far trees bent, as if from a great wind. Clouds scurried across a sky that was clear, but grey, not blue. 
 
    “Who’s there?” I yelled. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “Jamey?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    I closed the door, and I heard somebody speaking somewhere. 
 
    “We’ll bring him out of it in two days.” 
 
    And I knew that was a doctor. That was a real voice. But I was so out of it that I couldn’t speak, couldn’t make myself heard. 
 
    And I drifted. 
 
    Voices. 
 
    Drifting. 
 
    Hands touching my body, and I floated. 
 
    Voices. 
 
    Then… 
 
      
 
    “He’s waking up.” 
 
    My eye lids fluttered, little birds that couldn’t find trees. 
 
    “Ricky?” 
 
    I looked up, but without opening my eyes. 
 
    “Ricky? Honey?” 
 
    It was Jamey! She was here, somewhere, but I couldn’t…I couldn’t…I felt her hand on my arm, and the touch brought me to my body. I opened my eyes. 
 
    The first thing I saw was Jamey’s face rushing towards me, crying, and then I was engulfed in her soft hair, felt her hands gripping me, holding me, soothing me. 
 
    “Thank God!” she whispered into me, and I felt good. Surprisingly good. 
 
    “Jamey?” I whispered, my voice cracked and feeling like it was full of sand. 
 
    “Ricky, oh Ricky.” 
 
    “Let us have a look, Jamey,” and Jamey’s face moved back, but her hands stayed on me, held me fiercely, and a doctor leaned down and inspected me. Pressed a stethoscope to my chest. Looked in my eyes. Open up and say ‘Ah.’ 
 
    “Ack!” I said, not fully able to talk. 
 
    Then came a long space where I just lay there, drifting in and out, and Jamey lying beside me, hugging me, and always crying. And I felt so bad for her tears. 
 
    I knew I was drugged, sort of, but I didn’t feel like anything was wrong. But the way she cried…it hurt me. I didn’t want Jamey to feel hurt. 
 
    Another day, Jamey sitting in a chair next to me in a hospital room. Machines beeping. The drapes were drawn around my bed, then they slid aside and the doctor entered my…shroud. 
 
    “How are we feeling today?” Her name was Joanie, and she held my wrist and took my pulse. And looked in my eyes and my ears and up my nose, and listened to my internal charade with the ever present stethoscope. 
 
    Joanie smiled. Jamey was coming awake in the chair next to the bed. She sat up and listened. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I grinned weakly. “But I worry about you.” I had fucked Joanie, several times, and the smile on her professional face told me she was remembering those sweet times. 
 
    “Ricky, Ricky. Always the joker.” 
 
    She had me lean forward, tapped on my back. Had me breath. Stood back and said, “You had us worried.” 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    “You had a reaction. It was the hairless cream. We’ve already found the problem, the product has been adjusted, and nobody will ever have to go through what you went through.” 
 
    “Excellent. So when do I get out of here?” 
 
    “We still have some tests, we need to observe you. Maybe a week.” 
 
    “Maybe?” I arched my eyes in question. “I feel good. You’ve fixed everything, so what’s the delay?” 
 
    “You’e body is still figuring things out. We have a few things to look at…” 
 
    She was writing on a clipboard, and I knew she was trying to distract me, move me along. 
 
    “So what is it you’re not telling me.” 
 
    “Oh, Ricky,” Jamey held my arm. 
 
    I looked at her, then I looked at the doc. Yep. Something was in her eyes. 
 
    She sighed. “I wanted to wait until this afternoon. There are still data being analyzed…” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “There was a problem.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “You penis has shrunk.” 
 
    My mind stopped. I analyzed the last few moments, and I realized one thing: I hadn’t had the horny hard ons. 
 
    “Shrunk.” 
 
    “It’s very small now. We think we can—“ 
 
    “I need to see.” 
 
    So the doctor and Jamey supported me, lifted me up, and my upper body rose high enough, and the doctor pulled down the sheets. 
 
    My dick was maybe an inch long. As long as a two year old’s. No longer big, or enhanced, but shrunken. 
 
    “What the—-“ I was dazed, confused. 
 
    “We’re not sure what happened. We’re going over tests, looking at every possibility, we think we might be able to reverse it, give you back your normal sized penis, and we…” 
 
    Her voice droned on and on, and faded away, and I was left in a tunnel with my penis. 
 
    It was so small. And my balls were small. The size of grapes. And it was hairless. Almost like the penis I had had when I was two years old, like it had magically transported through the ages and attached itself to me. 
 
    Shrunken. 
 
    Could I even get a hard on? 
 
    And, I could never have children. Not with a dick like that. 
 
    And, a lifetime of societal conditioning went through me. 
 
    Jokes about big dicks. High school boys and comparing their dicks. 
 
    And dick jokes. 
 
    And I realized how much having a dick was part of being a man. 
 
    Even when I was a woman my dick had shaped me, given me personality, had ruled my life. 
 
    “Ricky?” 
 
    I looked up at the doc, remembered things she had been saying, collided them with things I had been thinking. 
 
    I looked at Jamey, sitting, holding my arm, looking so worried. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s okay.” And I started crying, big, long sobs, shaking my chest. 
 
    Joanie gave me a shot, and I didn’t care. I didn’t go under, but I calmed down, and it was like I was sitting under a tree, and it was raining, but there was no hope of sunshine coming back. It was going to rain forever. 
 
    The doc left and Jamey crawled up on the bed and lay against me, hugged me, and she said, “It’s going to be okay. I love you, Ricky. I love you.” 
 
     
 
    Days passed. Days in which the ladies of the House of Chimera came to see me. They kissed me, and they talked to me, and we laughed, but there was something missing. 
 
    My dick was missing, and they knew it. 
 
    I was no longer the only man on the grounds, in the town, and I could no longer provide them what they needed. They liked me, and we had memories, but it wasn’t like they loved me. 
 
    Sex is a sometimes thing, you see. 
 
    Jamey loved me. She stayed with me, 24/7. And she talked to me, about sex, about things other than sex. She was willing to do anything, go anywhere, whatever I wanted. 
 
    “Sex isn’t everything,” she explained to me. 
 
    “Easy to say when you’ve still got your vagina.” 
 
    “No, I mean it. And we can still have sex.” 
 
    “Anal sex? Finger sex for you? Dildos?” 
 
    “Don’t make it sound so bad. It’s not bad.” 
 
    But I was the one with an inch of peeny that wouldn’t even go boner. I was the one with shrunken marbles that would never generate enough sperm to impregnate a woman. I couldn’t even generate enough sperm for artificial insemination. 
 
    “Ricky,” she hugged me. “I love you forever, and we’ll get through this. 
 
    But all I could do was lay there and think about how my life had been destroyed. A couple of months of heavy duty, out of this world fucking, and now it was nothing but a memory, something to sustain me in my ‘hard on-less’ old age. 
 
      
 
    The visitors slowed down. I was about to be released. Only Jamey clung to me, tried to give me hope. 
 
    Joanie entered the hospital room. She put on that artificial cheer that medical professionals use to reassure patients. “Are you ready to go home?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I responded evenly. 
 
    “Come on, Ricky, cheer up. And, oh, yeah. Miss Witch wants to see you.” 
 
    I cocked my head. Jamey gave a little gasp. I looked at her, then back to Joanie. 
 
    “Miss Witch is in charge of The House of Chimera. In fact, it is her discoveries in chemistry and biology that have made our cosmetics possible. She never leaves her office, so it is a real honor that she wants to see you.” 
 
    I looked at Jamey and she nodded. “She’s very important. She’s the big boss.” 
 
    “Oh, I said, less than impressed. So it was her chemistry that had robbed me of my penis. I was supposed to be happy about that?  
 
    And I realized: she probably just wants to cover her ass. Make sure I don’t want to sue The House, not that I could, anyway. I had signed the contract, after all. 
 
    “So, are you ready to go meet Miss Witch?” 
 
    “I guess so. Is her name really ‘Witch?’” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Joanie smiled and waved a nurse with a wheel chair into the room. 
 
    “As long as it isn’t her title.” 
 
    Joanie chuckled, weakly. 
 
    The nurse started helping me into the wheel chair. 
 
    “Can’t I walk?” 
 
    “Not until you’ve been released.” 
 
    So I settled into the steel wheels and was pushed out of the room. Jamey walked alongside me, opened doors if they needed opening, and we went outside. 
 
    There were four main buildings in The House of Chimera, and they were arranged in a diamond pattern. The one I had been in, the medical facility, was on the right. The main one, the one I had been working in, was in the front. The nurse turned the wheel chair to the right and we went to the rear of the complex, towards the back building. 
 
    The rear building was taller than the others, and more slender. I caught sight of a garden in the rear, then I was in front of the building and lost sight of the garden. 
 
    We rolled up to the front doors and entered the building. 
 
    There was more security than a dog has fleas. Big girls, big breasted big girls, and they all carried weapons. Guns, tasers, night sticks, even canisters of tear gas. They were ready to rock and roll. 
 
    We rolled up to the front desk, and four sets of steely eyes stared at us. 
 
    “Dr. Joanie Medson. I’ve brought Ricky Boston to see Miss Witch.” 
 
    I noticed people shifting around us, as if getting ready to rush us. And I didn’t feel like I was paranoid. These people were real and serious. 
 
    The receptionist whispered into a phone without taking her eyes off us, then she said. “You’ll have to wait here. Ms. Johnson will take Mr. Boston up.” 
 
    No first names here. 
 
    “I want to go,” said Jamey. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving his side.” 
 
    But she was, and two security guards stepped forth. 
 
    “Jamey,” I said. “I’ll be up and down and then we can go home.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to leave you!” 
 
    “I’ll be right back. I’ll be in no danger.” 
 
    The guards waited. 
 
    Jamey finally nodded. 
 
    So one of the guards pushed me towards the elevators. I was loaded, turned around, and gave a wan smile to Jamey as the doors slid closed. 
 
    The elevator rose upwards. It was smooth and modern, and I studied Ms Johnson in the mirrored wall of the cage. 
 
    She was big. An easy six foot six. Her hair was cut short. Her make up was severe. Her tits pushed out, stretching her uniform. She had muscles on her muscles. And I realized that whatever her DNA, it had a severe helping of COP in it. 
 
    I grunted. I wondered if she had been not naturally evolved, but artificially evolved, designed to be a big, brute cop. 
 
    She ignored my grunt, didn’t lower her eyes to look at me in the mirror, ignored me. I might just as well have been a sack of chicken feed as a human being. 
 
    The elevator stopped, and I was pushed out. 
 
    To the right were tall windows allowing me a look over the house of Chimera complex. To the left was a wall. In front of me was a long corridor. 
 
    I was pushed down the corridor, and half way down we came to a set of double doors on the right. The double doors were larger than usual, they were each four foot wide, and eight feet tall. The knobs were higher than normal. Most knobs are three feet up from the floor, these were about five feet up.  
 
    Ms Johnson knocked, waited, heard a voice say, ‘Come.’ She opened the door and pushed me in. 
 
    And. My. Jaw. Dropped. 
 
    Miss Witch was sitting, in the Lotus Asana, on a raised platform. The platform was only a foot raised, but Miss Witch was big, and I stared up in stunned surprise. 
 
    The average American woman is five feet four. She is 170 pounds, which makes most American women over weight. Typical measurements are  34 DD by 39 inches by 38 inches. 
 
    Not to insult, or cause consternation among women, a statuesque beauty would be five foot four, 110 pounds, and 36 by 24 by 36. 
 
    Miss Witch was MUCH bigger than that. 
 
    She opened her eyes, a blue deeper than anything I had ever seen. A brilliant blue, a metallic blue that shown with an electric personality and froze me. 
 
    She smiled. Her mouth was wide, and her lips were a deep, natural red. She had obviously been using her own cosmetics. She unfolded her legs and began to get up. 
 
    She rose up, attained an impressive height, and stepped down from the platform. Miss Johnson was big, but she wasn’t big compared to Miss Witch. 
 
    Miss Witch was easily over seven feet tall. Maybe even eight. 
 
    She weighed over three hundred pounds, but it was perfectly distributed on her massive frame. Indeed, if I had seen Miss Witch with some trick photography, maybe put her twenty feet behind normal size ladies, and make it look like she was standing with them, and the same size, she would not have stood out except for the perfection of her body and features. 
 
    Her measurements were probably 48HHH by 36 by 48. Her tits were perfectly sized and perfectly proportionate to her body. 
 
    Her face, though large, was of even proportions. Her eyes were blue and crackling with energy. Her nose, though twice as long as the average woman’s was pert on her face. And she was incredibly beautiful. 
 
    I could understand why she never left her building. People would be falling to their knees and bowing to her perfection. 
 
    But it wasn’t her size that would do it. It was her charisma. 
 
    An almost visible aura surrounded her, emanated from her. It felt kind, and good, and I felt a shard of hope surge within. 
 
    If there could be somebody this perfect on earth, then there was hope for me. 
 
    “Good morning, Ricky,” she stepped to me and extended her hand. Her voice was a sultry alto, and her hand swallowed mine. And it was warm. It was like an adult’s hand engulfing a child’s hand. 
 
    “Hello,” I managed to say. I was awed and even a little timid. 
 
    “My name is Silithia. Most people call me Miss Witch, though that is more of a job title than a name. You may call me what you wish. 
 
    She laughed, a low sound that rumbled, yet was ultra feminine. “Come, let’s take a walk.” 
 
    I got out of the wheel chair and she placed a hand around my upper arm. She surrounded my biceps with her thick but long fingers, and walked with me. 
 
    We walked around the platform she had been meditating on and towards a large door behind the platform. 
 
    “I was so happy to hear that you were doing well.” 
 
    She opened the door and we entered a large room with extra large furniture. “And I was so sorry about the ill effects. Believe me, that has never happened before, and it will never happen again.” 
 
    We walked past an overlarge sofa, a sofa built to the specifications of an eight foot tall woman, and a dining table, complete with six chairs, also built extra big. 
 
    “Let’s go outside. I’ve got some human-sized furniture out there…you’ll be more comfortable.”               
 
    She led me towards a pair of extra large double sliding glass doors. 
 
    “I’d like a bottle of tequila and a human-sized whiskey and Coke.” She spoke into the air, and I realized that somebody was listening to her, waiting on her wishes. 
 
    We passed through the glass doors and stood on a wide patio. The railing was a glass panel, and I could see over the country side. I could see a part of the town pf Stepforth Valley, far mountains, a stretch of road here and there. Off to the left a small plane was taking off. It banked and circled and headed for far parts. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she helped me up to a platform, it was a big step. 
 
    A couple of easy chairs were on the platform, and I sat in one. It was plush and I sunk downward. 
 
    She sat in an oversized recliner to one side of the platform, and when she sank a bit our eyes were on a level. She studied me with an amused smile. 
 
    “So, what now?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled larger, and I realized something. It was the male in me that was responding to her. It was the male that absorbed her pheromones, was awed and in love with her, would be willing to do anything for her. 
 
    But I wasn’t completely male. Not in my behavior, certainly, and maybe not in my genitals. My sex was…young. Undeveloped. Not prone to lust. And likely never would be. 
 
    “Yes, it is males that respond to me.” 
 
    “You can read my mind?” 
 
    “I can pick up certain thoughts, especially if the mind is relatively undisciplined, but if a person has enough sense of himself…then no. And I don’t think I would call it precisely mind reading. More like ‘mind knowing.’ I have enough experience to anticipate how people think, and it comes across as mind reading.” 
 
    “So why don’t you make slaves of men? Why do you have women doing all your work? They aren’t nearly as enthralled by you.” And it was true. Women would respond with one tenth the vigor as men. 
 
    “I offer something else to women. And your choice of words, ‘slave,’ is interesting. You are a perceptive person. No, I have something else entirely planned for men. Or, to put in succinct but perhaps misleading words, I could enslave men, and they wouldn’t be capable of enslaving women. But I can call women to me, and they will be quite willing to enslave men. Why settle for half a race, eh?” 
 
    A human sized servant came out of the doors and placed a bottle of chilled tequila in front of Miss Witch, and a frosty glass of whiskey and Coke in front of me. 
 
    “Come, let’s toast to you.” She picked up the bottle of tequila, it was small in her hands, and lifted it towards me. 
 
    I picked up my own drink, clinked it to hers, and sipped. A big sip. 
 
    But her sip was bigger. Her lips swallowed the neck of the bottle and she inhaled a quarter of the liquid in one suck. 
 
    We placed our drinks down and she contemplated me. 
 
    “Well,” she finally said, “To start with, you’ll probably never leave The Valley again. Or, at least not for a long time.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “As a man you’re in thrall to me. But your manhood is on the wane, and, to be quite honest, there is more woman in you than man.” 
 
    Which went along with my own observations. 
 
    “While you were unconscious, we performed a couple of procedures on you. Basically, we took the XY out of you and left only the XX. You will be turning more and more into a woman.” 
 
    “But why? What if I don’t want to be a woman?” 
 
    “One thing, for us to have any hope of reversing your condition and giving you back your manhood, we have to make you into a woman. Complete. Vagina and all.” 
 
    I was boggled. That she was talking as if this was even possible was insane. 
 
    Your body protested the change into enhanced male DNA, so we couldn’t just continue on that path. Your manhood would never have returned. 
 
    “But if we went the other way, made you a complete female, then, when you were all the way transformed, then we could reverse and get you back to normal, or at least enhanced DNA, which is better, anyway. 
 
    “But, to get back to your original concern, we can’t have somebody in possession of our cosmetics, especially one who is in mid-change, free in the world. If you were discovered too soon, if certain people got a hold of you, it would compromise our interests, and that might lead to a compromise of our technology.” 
 
    “So I’m a prisoner.” 
 
    “A prisoner, yes, but what a cage, eh?” she grinned, and it caused a warm feeling to course through me.  
 
    “You are free to roam the town, to do what you want to do. Your mail, and that includes email, will be monitored. You may work as you wish. We have work for you, or you can just retire and watch the grass grow. We’ll give you as much money as you need, and more, and…you’re now a citizen of Stepforth Valley.” 
 
    “But I can never leave.” 
 
    Silithia merely smiled and sat back. “We have left the Anal Agitator in you, and we have blue toothed it and hacked it and improved it. You may not get erections, but you’ll be able to cum, after a fashion. We’ll give the fob to Jamey. I’m sure that will help in the coming days.” 
 
    I drank some more. She finished off the bottle. She smiled at me. We were just like old friends. 
 
    “So what do you really want? What is this all about?” I waved my hand to indicate the valley.” 
 
    She seemed mildly surprised, perhaps at my obtuseness. “As I told you, enslavement. We enslave the women with a taste of our cosmetics, and the men go into thrall and are enslaved by the women.” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And I let it out. “I have no place in this. I’m not man, and I’m not woman. And I don’t want to enslave anybody.” 
 
    She chuckled, a little rumble that I could feel the vibrations of. 
 
    “Ricky, Ricky. You are so silly. You have a wonderful place. First, you are our prototype. As such you will have a certain amount of fame. Not for a while, of course, but eventually. Eventually, when people find out about you they will want to meet you, talk to you, write your story. 
 
    “See the freak,” I couldn’t help my bitterness. 
 
    She shook her head slowly. “Ricky, you’re are being slow. I realize it must be the result of your recent illness, so let me spell it out for you. 
 
    She leaned forward then, her face grew in my vision, took up the world She said, “We can make you a man again. We can reverse the process.” 
 
    “If I become a woman first, in every way.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So I can get my dick back. I can fuck again. I can experience orgasms and everything.” 
 
    She smiled and nodded. “Bigger and better than ever.” Then she sat back and said the words that I expected, and which would sink my soul like it was the Titanic. “All you have to do is be a useful citizen. Help us. Contribute to our cause, and then we’ll make you a man again. 
 
    And I knew then, what I really was.  
 
    I was not just the first prototype…I was the first slave. 
 
      
 
    The End


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It’s time for part two! 
 
      
 
    Part two is titled… 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands! 
 
      
 
    Is Rick stuck being a woman forever? 
 
    Is there any way out of WITCH slavery? 
 
    Is there any way to stop WITCH from enslaving the whole planet? 
 
      
 
    Read 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands! 
 
      
 
    to find out the answers to these questions and more!
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    Right now, 
 
    please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination! (30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ Sam always thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. 
 
    He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match, got taken down a few pegs, and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Emasculation Project ~ A full length novel of forced femme.(30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.
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    The Feminization Games ~ Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination (35,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.
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    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
      
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
      
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
      
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the internet… 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…Available on the internet.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Stepforth Husband’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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